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My first encounter with Jean Devanny’s Lenore Divine was as 
a doctoral student at the University of Victoria in Wellington. 
I read it in one sitting in the pale pink hush of the Alexander 
Turnbull Library reading room, attracted by Devanny’s pas-
sion, individualism, and radicalism. I am delighted to have 
had the opportunity of editing the novel, which has been out 
of print since 1928, for the New Zealand Colonial Text Series.
This edition follows the 1926 Duckworth edition of Lenore 
Divine. Duckworth reprinted the novel in 1928 as a stere-
otyped edition. I have made minimal changes to the text, 
standardising, where necessary, irregularities in spelling and 
punctuation. I have added an introduction and explanatory 
notes, which explore Devanny’s beliefs and background and 
the novel’s historical contexts.
I would like to thank Shef Rogers from the University of 
Otago Department of English who has been a wonderful edi-
tor to work with: engaged, encouraging and meticulous. Many 
thanks to Sue Wootton for her excellent proofing. I am very 
grateful to Anna Petersen and Aleisha Blake from the Hocken 
Library and Claire Viskovic from the Alexander Turnbull Li-
brary for their help in accessing the images in this edition.
Above all, I want to thank my two brilliant research as-
sistants, Helen Lavën and Rowena McCoy, without whom 
this edition would not have been possible. Thank you both 
for your fine formatting, scrupulous proofing, outstanding 









She characterises, dissects and analyses with an almost surgi-
cal knife the changing views and outlook of today on what 
is the most important question in our racial and social life, 
Love and Marriage. Jean Devanny will cause some of her 
readers to furiously think and others to condemn, many 
more will applaud and agree.1
This 1930 assessment of Jean Devanny captures something of 
the radical nature of her fiction: its engagement with contro-
versial contemporary issues, its provocative analysis of human 
relationships, and its ability to stir heated debate. Her second 
novel, Lenore Divine—which was published in 1926 shortly af-
ter her first fictional foray, The Butcher Shop, had been banned 
in New Zealand on the grounds of obscenity—is typical of her 
polemical purpose.2 The eponymous heroine and her friend 
Lafe Osgood are active participants in the Labour movement 
and espouse Marxist sentiments about the oppression of the 
working classes and the need for political and intellectual re-
form. Even more controversial for the period when Devanny 
was writing, Lenore rejects marriage in favour of a union of 
love, advocates birth control, contemplates helping a friend 
procure an abortion, and eventually finds lasting happiness 
with Māori gentleman farmer Kowhatu Ngatoro.
Devanny’s discussion of sex and race received considerable 
contemporary attention. One 1926 reviewer of Lenore Divine 
wrote, slightly disapprovingly, of Devanny’s handling of ‘the 
theme of sex’: ‘It is a story of unconventional attachment and 
domestic infidelity, yet the characters are convincingly and viv-
idly drawn.’3 For the reviewer in the Liverpool Courier ‘the au-
thor’s knowledge of Maori life more than offsets her occasional 
lapses into a certain daring liberty of thought’, but the critic re-
viewing the novel for the Aberdeen Press and Journal was uneasy 
about Devanny’s advocacy of both sexual freedom and misce-
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genation: ‘one fails … to see how her free-love ideals would im-
prove matters, or how the inter-marriage question of white and 
brown races would further the interests of civilisation.’4
In many ways, Lenore Divine was ahead of its time, with 
Devanny using her novel to campaign for a transformation of 
attitudes towards class, women, and race. Many of her senti-
ments strike a chord with readers coming to the novel for the 
first time in the twenty-first century, while her delineation 
of life in Wellington in the 1920s provides a vivid glimpse 
of place and historical period. Devanny is a writer of many 
complexities and ambiguities: of her time, and yet ahead 
of her time; a committed Marxist, yet passionate about the 
rights of women as well as workers; critical of racial preju-
dice, yet influenced by the social Darwinist views of her day; 
radical in her attitude towards birth control and abortion, 
yet puritanical in her disapproval of alcohol and promiscu-
ity; determined to create a novel with a purpose, yet fond 
of rhetorical flourishes. Her fiction is challenging, at times 
frustrating, but ultimately very rewarding.
A Politicised Life
Jean Devanny was a charismatic, determined, courageous 
woman, who made a deep and abiding impression on those 
she met. The Australian novelist Miles Franklin memorably 
described Devanny as ‘vivid, valiant, temerarious’,5 while 
Bernice Kay was inspired to interview Devanny in 1930 by 
a friend’s recommendation: ‘Oh, meet her. You must. She’s 
alive and invigorating.’6
Devanny was 32 at the time of writing Lenore Divine and 
novelist and journalist Nelle Scanlan gives an insight into her 
appearance and demeanour:
A young woman still in her thirties, with sleek black hair, 
a pale, thoughtful face and large, luminous grey eyes, with 
curling lashes, she looked as far removed in type from any 
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suggestion of coarseness or brutality as one could imagine. 
She was a busy housewife in her cotton working frock, but 
a quick intelligence, a keen knowledge of life on its rougher 
side welled to the surface.7
Portrait of Jane (Jean) Devanny, c. late 1920s. 
Photographer: S. P. Andrews. 
(Hocken Collections, Uare Taoka o Hākena 
University of Otago c/nF195/6)
Devanny was born Jane Crook in 1894.8 Her childhood 
was spent in the small pioneering settlement of Ferntown, 
near Golden Bay. William Crook, her father, was a blacksmith 
who worked in the mines and eventually died of phthisis. His 
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periodic drunken sprees implanted in Devanny a life-long ab-
horrence for alcohol. On one occasion the young Devanny 
hit her father with a broom when he returned home drunk 
and abusive. She recalls: ‘wave after wave of triumphant feel-
ing came surging up within me. I had struck a blow for justice 
against the dark forces of repression in the world!’9 Devanny’s 
mother Jane was the daughter of a colonel who had served in 
India. Refined, although an incompetent housewife, she was 
worn down by her family of ten. Devanny writes: ‘Like most 
other wives round the countryside, my mother bore a child 
almost regularly once in two years in her childbearing life.’10 
Jane Crook accepted this unceasing round of child-rearing 
as her lot in life. This acceptance angered Devanny and con-
tributed to the formation of her feminist views, just as her 
mother’s puritanical code with its reticence about sex helped 
to shape both her atheism and her liberated sexual attitudes.
Devanny’s early thinking was influenced by her brother 
Charlie, a committed atheist and incipient socialist. In Devan-
ny’s eyes he was the source of all knowledge and she eagerly 
read the books he gave her. Robert Blatchford’s God and My 
Neighbour (1903) made a particular impact. From it Devanny 
gleaned ‘the hope that … somehow, somewhere, sometime, a 
power would rise capable of wiping from the face of the earth 
the shames and humiliations of the young.’11 Another key in-
fluence on the young Devanny was her teacher Rose, an una-
shamedly sensual woman. Rose’s frank discussions of sexual 
issues helped to free Devanny’s mind from her mother’s pu-
ritan code, although her promiscuity strengthened Devanny’s 
conviction that ‘the full development of the physical relation-
ship between man and woman, the true and complete sex un-
ion, could obtain only in a prolonged monogamic union’.12
Forced to leave school at thirteen to run the Crook house-
hold, Devanny earned a small income playing the piano at 
dances and doing domestic jobs. The family moved to the 
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mining town of Puponga and Devanny’s socialist views de-
veloped through her friendship with the Read family who lent 
her books by John Ruskin, John-Henri Fabre, Henry David 
Thoreau, and Ralph Waldo Emerson. These socialist ideas con-
tinued to grow after her marriage to Harold Devanny when she 
was seventeen. Hal was a miner deeply involved in the Min-
ers’ Union. Both he and Devanny belonged to a small Marxist 
study group through which they met leaders of the socialist 
movement in New Zealand, such as Bob Semple, Harry Hol-
land, and Paddy Webb. At the same time Devanny’s feminist 
sympathies were strengthened by her interaction with other 
mining wives. These women were outspoken in their hatred 
for the sexual act and the unceasing sexual demands of their 
husbands, which resulted in yet more children. Yet they were 
insistent that to talk about such matters with their husbands 
would be indelicate and refused to consider contraception 
as a means of preventing pregnancy. Devanny herself at first 
shared this distaste for contraception, but after the birth of her 
three children, Karl, Patricia, and Erin, she ‘renounced [her] 
idealistic notions in respect to artificial aids to birth control’ 
and became an outspoken advocate of prevention.13
Devanny’s views about the need for sex education and birth 
control were also shaped by her experience of primitive abor-
tion practices. In her autobiographical draft, ‘The River Flows 
On’, Devanny writes of the desperate attempts of Puponga 
women to terminate an ‘unwanted pregnancy … by drinking 
turpentine, dosing themselves with Epsom salts’.14 Devanny 
herself had an abortion while living in a mining community 
close to Dunedin, conscious that the family could not afford 
to support more than three children:
I set out on the grim task of putting into practice the theories 
on the interruption of pregnancy I had garnered from the 
women of Puponga. Grim indeed, and horrible. Eventually, a 
doctor was called from a distance and, by the light of a candle 
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held by my husband, I underwent a curette. And that was not 
the only time. Like countless other women of my class and 
generation, I learned the hard way.15
The Devannys’ move to Fairfield coal mine near Dunedin 
gave Jean the opportunity to take piano and violin lessons. 
A talented musician, she considered a musical career but 
gave up this ambition when her daughter Erin died. Her de-
pressed spirits improved after the family moved to Welling-
ton in 1921. Through Bob Semple, Hal Devanny got a job 
on the Orongorongo tunnelling gang. Jean, Karl and Patricia 
stayed briefly with the Semple family before buying an apart-
ment house and taking in boarders. Jean joined the women’s 
branch of the Labour Party, but was soon frustrated by the
John Henry Gilmour, ‘The Trouble in Labour’s Buzz-Wagon’, 
New Zealand Free Lance, 14 January 1925, front page.
(Alexander Turnbull Library, Wellington, A-313-1-040)
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‘pettifogging’ matters the women discussed. Indeed, both 
she and Hal became disillusioned with the Labour Party, 
Devanny writing that ‘the basis on which the Labour Party 
was developing was in no way Marxist, in no way revolution-
ary as I understood the meaning of the word’.16 She did lec-
ture and campaign for the Labour Party, but felt intellectually 
and ideologically more comfortable with the newly formed 
Communist Party and vehemently protested against Labour’s 
exclusion of the communists. However, the ‘sectarianism’ of 
the Communist Party and their ‘irritating and provocatively 
superior attitude towards outsiders’ prevented Hal and Jean 
from becoming members.17
Increasingly literature provided Devanny with a solace and 
an outlet. She spent hours in the public library reading Joseph 
Conrad, Katherine Mansfield, Herman Melville, Joseph 
Hergesheimer, and ‘above all, Galsworthy. The Forsyte Saga 
made an inestimable impression’.18 Devanny published arti-
cles in the Auckland Weekly News and the Wellington journal 
the Free Lance and was encouraged to write a novel by visit-
ing Canadian Marxist Jack Macdonald. In 1925 she signed a 
contract with Duckworth, the London publishers of the fic-
tion of D. H. Lawrence, Evelyn Waugh, and Virginia Woolf, 
and the plays of her literary hero Galsworthy. The banning of 
The Butcher Shop in New Zealand in 1926 on the grounds of 
obscenity was probably helpful in establishing Devanny’s lit-
erary reputation. In 1927 one of her short stories was selected 
for publication in Alex Waugh’s Georgian Stories and ‘Mrs Sal-
gast’s Baby’ appeared with stories by D. H. Lawrence and Bea-
trice Kean Seymour in a special issue of the London magazine 
The Sun.19 The Butcher Shop was translated into German in 
1928, and between 1926 and 1932 Devanny published seven 
novels and a volume of short stories, all with New Zealand 
settings, most of them published by both Duckworth and the 
American publisher Macaulay.
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Wellington, Kelburn, ca. 1928, Photographer: Frank Giles Barker. 
(Alexander Turnbull Library, Wellington, F-154530-1/2)
During this period of intellectual and literary inspiration in 
Wellington, Devanny was also strongly influenced by George 
Winter, the Secretary-General of the newly formed Commu-
nist Party of New Zealand and an anthropologist with a keen 
interest in Māori culture. Winter encouraged Devanny to read 
the work of Frederick Engels, Charles Darwin, and Lewis 
Henry Morgan, and Devanny embarked on two sociological 
manuscripts (which have never been published). ‘Sex Life of 
Peoples Ancient and Modern’ traces the development of mo-
nogamy from the Ancient Greeks, with monogamy represent-
ing for Devanny the ‘placing of man’s foot upon the body of 
woman where it has remained to this day’.20 She advocates the 
eradication of sexual difference and full equality between men 
and women. ‘The Sexlife of the Maoris’ followed. Drawing on 
Engels, Devanny regards Māori society as moving from ‘the 
group marriage stage, in which woman was supreme, into the 
pairing family form’.21 Throughout her anthropological medita-
tions Devanny is insistent on the economic basis of sexual rela-
tions and the need for people of all races and classes to be freed 
from economic slavery in order to live full, independent lives.
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In 1929 the Devannys left New Zealand for Australia, 
in search of a better climate for Karl (who suffered from a 
heart condition) and a more congenial political environment. 
Devanny shares what Robin Hyde was later to term the ‘god-
wit’ tendency of many early New Zealand writers, following 
in the footsteps of Louisa Baker, Edith Searle Grossmann, 
Katherine Mansfield, and Jane Mander. Australia expanded 
Devanny’s literary and political horizons. She was active in 
forming a writer’s association with Katharine Susannah Pri-
chard and Nettie Palmer and was also friendly with Miles 
Franklin and Dulcie Beamer. Devanny joined the Communist 
Party and was an active ‘soapbox’ speaker and campaigner, 
representing Australia at the Eighth World Congress of Work-
ers’ International Relief in Berlin in 1931. She also continued 
to write, publishing eleven books (both novels and travel 
writing) with Australian settings between 1934 and 1951 and 
completing the manuscripts of four more novels that were 
never published. Of particular note are: The Virtuous Courte-
san (1935), set in bohemian Sydney and banned in Australia; 
Sugar Heaven (1936) and Paradise Flow (1938) which focus 
on the 1930s cane cutters’ strike; and Cindie (1949) which 
explores labour, racial, and gender relations in nineteenth-
century Queensland.
Devanny never achieved the literary freedom or standing 
that she desired and that her early successes with Duckworth 
seemed to foreshadow. This lack of recognition is attributable, 
in part, to the attitude of the Australian Communist Party. 
The Communist hierarchy disapproved of Devanny’s literary 
activities, but she ‘would not submit to being hampered … 
by the Party’s sectarian narrowness’.22 Her independence and 
outspoken championship of women were factors in her ex-
pulsion in 1941 from a Party dominated by petty chauvinists. 
Readmitted to the Party in 1944, she resigned in 1950 when 
the Party leadership criticised her portrayal of race relations 
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in Cindie. In her posthumously published autobiography, 
Point of Departure, Devanny is scathing of ‘the cheating and 
lying, the slanders and gangsterism, the bureaucracy … [and] 
the personal vengeance’ which marred the organisation of the 
Party.23 She clung to the theories of communism, but became 
disillusioned with the practice. During her active communist 
years she lived apart from her husband and had a prolonged 
relationship with Party Secretary J. B. Miles. His lack of sup-
port for her during her expulsion increased her bitterness. 
Eventually reconciled with her husband, Devanny moved 
with him to Townsville, Queensland, in the early 1950s. She 
lived there until she died of leukaemia in 1962.
Fiction and Autobiography
An understanding of Devanny’s personal history is vital be-
cause her novels are imbued with autobiographical resonanc-
es. She draws directly on her own experiences, particularly in 
Dawn Beloved which is inspired by her youthful development 
and relationship with Hal Devanny. She wrote about plac-
es she knew: the mines of the West Coast in Dawn Beloved 
(1928) and Poor Swine (1932); Wellington in Lenore Divine 
(1926), Riven (1929), and Bushman Burke (1930). She also 
modelled many of her central characters on people she knew. 
Her teacher Rose is the model for her sensual, promiscuous 
women. Hal is the original of her clean but selfish heroes, men 
who work with their hands but who are well read and at the 
forefront of socialism. Her Marxist friend Jack Macdonald 
is the prototype of her radical, politicised heroes. Likewise, 
Devanny’s heroines are variations of herself. They are enlight-
ened, devoted to self-education, inherently superior to their 
surroundings.
The title character of Lenore Divine is very much a woman 
in this mode, in some ways an idealised version of Devanny, 
the woman that she wanted to be. Unlike Devanny, Lenore 
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has the advantage of education. The daughter of a librarian, 
she lives a life of the mind and books, and at the opening of 
the novel already has a career as a journalist. Like her creator, 
Lenore is a highly politicised woman attempting to use fic-
tion in order to express her views and, hopefully, bring about 
social change. Lenore finishes her first novel, a book about so-
cial issues, out of a sense of discipline and duty, realising that 
her whole style has been transformed due to the emotional 
upheaval she has been through because of her seemingly im-
possible love for Kowhatu:
It [her novel] did not seem real. She saw that it was at times 
beautiful, but, beyond that—it was shallow, somehow. She 
knew now that there were great things in life to write about, 
apart from the social system, though, of course, she could 
see that these great things were the outcome of that system. 
She could almost laugh now at the love touches in her book. 
She could see, nevertheless, that it would not do to remodel. 
Better to finish as well as possible and start over again. She 
felt that she had risen worlds above the standard set by this 
effort. It had merely touched on life; its loves had been lang-
ours, its sorrows unshed tears, its joys the gladsomeness of 
immaturity, its beauties unenraptured. (p. 155) 
This rather despised manuscript is accepted by a publisher 
and causes ‘quite a little stir’ when it appears (p. 201). It is 
tempting to draw parallels between this and the furore caused 
by Devanny’s own first novel, The Butcher Shop. The inter-
sections between art and life are made overt when Lenore 
searches for fresh inspiration for a new book:
it came to Lenore that night that on her own hearthstone, so 
to say, the answer lay. She would write of herself and of Holly 
and of Kowhatu Ngatoro, and of Lafe and Alle. The material 
was rich. She would tell the tale of her own vicissitudes; tell it 
simply, quietly, and without frills of any sort.’ (p. 156)
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Throughout Devanny’s career there is an aspect of this 
‘writ[ing] of herself ’ in her fiction, although her life remains 
the raw material out of which she shapes works of imagination 
rather than a template for autobiography loosely disguised as 
fiction. Her novels are also autobiographical in a wider sense. 
They not only draw from her experience, but articulate her 
beliefs. Herbert Otto Roth writes that for Devanny ‘the nov-
el was an instrument of propaganda’.24 She writes to initiate 
change; to highlight the plight of women and workers and to 
promote the means of correcting social injustice.
Devanny’s views about the purpose of her fiction are made 
explicit in a conversation about Galsworthy in Riven. Justine 
Jerring speaks for Devanny when she declares that the time 
has come for the novel to do ‘more than … merely feature’ 
women’s problems. What is needed is a novel which provides 
answers. As Justine says, women ‘demand a solution’.25 This 
is precisely what Devanny tries to do in her novels. Firstly 
she foregrounds the social, economic, and moral constraints 
which cage women and workers. Then she details her solution: 
the emancipation of women and workers through socialist 
revolution. As with so many advanced thinkers and revolu-
tionaries, Devanny’s ideas were too progressive for the major-
ity of her readers. The banning of her first novel in New Zea-
land and overseas is indicative of the entrenched nature of the 
bourgeois society Devanny was attacking. The New Zealand 
Censorship Board gave as its reason for banning The Butcher 
Shop: ‘this is a bad book all round – sordid, unwholesome and 
unclean. It makes evil to be good.’26 Likewise, the Australian 
Department of Trade and Customs denounced the book as a 
‘sex novel’ which ‘assaults the fundamentals of present day so-
ciety and in advocating loose morals for married people con-
stitutes a definite danger to impressionable youth’.27
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Fiction and Polemics
For the feminist critics who ‘rediscovered’ Devanny in the 
1980s, the agenda at the heart of Devanny’s fiction is at once 
its greatest strength and its biggest handicap. Devanny’s radi-
calism is praised by literary scholar Drusilla Modjeska for be-
ing ‘free and uncompromising’, but the same critic attacks the 
novels as ‘thinly disguised political tracts with stagey plots, 
flimsy characters and plenty of proletarian heroics’.28 Literary 
critic Heather Roberts is even more damning. She applauds 
Devanny’s ‘superior … aim’, but is critical of the author’s style: 
‘Her plots creak along, serving only as pegs on which to hang 
the discussion of her ideas. Her characters are developed 
only to convey her notions of the world, and the future of the 
world. Her writing … is often closer to that of pulp fiction 
than of good writing.’29
Some of these stylistic reservations were shared by early 
reviewers. Robin Hyde, reviewing The Butcher Shop in The 
Working Woman describes the novel as ‘a work of crude ore’. 
However, she also acknowledges that Devanny writes with 
‘great, if undisciplined power’ and praises Devanny for her 
‘courage … independen[ce]’ and ability to liberate herself 
‘from most of the “frills” which are apt to hamper woman 
writers, deeply interested in political questions’.30 This praise 
for the underlying purpose and power of Devanny’s fiction is 
also evident in Miles Franklin’s assessment of Sugar Heaven: 
‘Mrs Devanny sacrifices literary art to fervour for political 
ideology as she deals with the incidence of strikes, disease and 
bad times … but she is vivid, valiant and temerarious and, 
like the man with the machete, is hacking her way into new 
literary territory.’31 For these early reviewers the range and 
ambition of Devanny’s fiction acted as a counterbalance that 
compensated for some of the stylistic crudities and imperfec-
tions, the Sunday Graphic going as far as describing Dawn Be-
loved as ‘a welcome change from the anaemic products of so 
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many present-day pens.’32 Indeed, The Butcher Shop, which at-
tracted considerable international attention, was hailed by the 
Glasgow Herald as ‘almost a masterpiece’ and described by the 
Sunday Times as representing the ‘largest stride yet made by 
any English writer of fiction towards that absolute liberty of 
thought and expression possessed and exercised by the novel-
ists of France.’33
Devanny was very self-aware, indeed critical, of the imper-
fections of her fiction, later describing The Butcher Shop as a 
‘terribly confused and foolish book; its meagre merit sincerity, 
frankness and a certain power of phrasing’.34 Conscious that 
she was largely self-taught, she did her best to attend to what 
one editor identified as the overabundant grammatical errors 
in her prose, but found that ‘the little I knew was a barrier to 
free expression’.35 She wrote always from the heart.
It seems to me that some of the early feminist scholars 
writing about Devanny are so intent on not overinflating the 
quality of her work that they make too much of perceived sty-
listic defects. Carole Ferrier, whose scholarship has done so 
much to restore Devanny as an important literary and politi-
cal figure, and Lawrence Jones, in his splendid survey of the 
New Zealand novel, are the most helpful in assessing the liter-
ary and aesthetic merit of Devanny’s fiction. They both draw 
parallels between Devanny and D. H. Lawrence, noting their 
similar background as the children of mining fathers and cul-
tured mothers and their mutual interest in the emotional and 
sexual lives of their characters.36 Jones writes that there are 
even ‘flashes of a Lawrentian kind of rhetoric’ in Devanny’s 
writing, although these do ‘not fully succeed’.37 Devanny is 
almost Lawrentian in her writing. She instinctively grasps 
towards the deep, inner recesses of the mind and heart, but 
cannot match his control or sophisticated and original use of 
symbol.
Devanny is also, unabashedly, a much more overtly politi-
cal writer than Lawrence. Indeed, what she particularly ap-
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preciated about Lawrence was what she termed ‘some grand 
progressive oases of true workingclass writing’.38 Some literary 
critics seem to struggle to come to terms with the polemical 
aspect of Devanny’s literary vision. In keeping with her social-
ist ideology, for Devanny a work of value—be it a painting, 
a composition, a house, a garden, or a novel—had to be of 
use as well as aesthetically pleasing. Was her fiction of use? 
Did her ideas stir, challenge, and transform minds and hearts? 
These were the questions she asked of herself. I suspect that for 
Devanny some of the quibbles and concerns of literary criti-
cism would smack of an elitist, bourgeois preoccupation with 
aesthetics over substance. In an interview with Nelle Scan-
lan at the time she was writing Lenore Divine she declared 
that she writes ‘with a purpose’: ‘It is the super-journalist who 
counts today, the writer with a purpose, the propagandist. Art 
for arts sake is all very well, but we must be useful before we 
are ornamental.’39
I leave it for readers of Lenore Divine to make their own 
judgement of Devanny’s style. Readers of this volume will cer-
tainly encounter polemical interjections and passages of pur-
ple prose, but they will also hear a vivid, powerful, passionate 
voice with something heartfelt and original to communicate. 
Devanny was an admirer of Katherine Mansfield, whom she 
once described as ‘the exquisite adored’.40 One of Mansfield’s 
phrases particularly appealed to Devanny: ‘All that I write, all 
that I am, is on the border of the sea. It’s a kind of playing. I 
want to put all my force behind it but somehow I cannot.’41 
For me, ‘on the border of the sea’ is the perfect description of 
Devanny’s prose. Her reach and vision, like the sea, is vast, 
powerful, and, at times, turbulent. It is also difficult and, on 
occasion, impossible, to harness, restrain, or tame.
Recent scholarship by Ferrier and Nancy L. Paxton also 
highlights that Devanny was constantly pushing stylistic bar-
riers. She may have employed the framework of popular ro-
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mance in her early fiction, but she constantly destabilises and 
challenges the genre through her critique of marriage and the 
subservient position of women.42 Devanny would certainly 
have contested the romance label. She described her novels as 
‘Socialist Literature’ whose strength lay in featuring ‘not only 
the workers’ problems but also their solution’.43 Parts of Lenore 
Divine are best described as realist fiction, and this mode of 
writing came to be Devanny’s preferred genre in the 1930s. 
She proudly termed Sugar Heaven ‘the first really proletarian 
novel in Australia’.44 Ferrier argues that Devanny, and Austral-
ian novelist Katharine Susannah Prichard, ‘were attempting 
to make an essentially bourgeois form—the novel—accessible 
and popular, while maintaining commitment’ to their social-
ist purpose.45 It is little wonder that this ‘pioneering’ work met 
with opposition and criticism, given that, as Franklin notes, 
Devanny was ‘hacking her way into new literary territory’.
A New Zealand Novelist?
The fact that most of the recent scholarship about Devanny 
has emerged from Australia points to one of those contested 
questions about migratory authors: to which country can they 
be said to belong, the country of their birth or the country 
of their resettlement? As my overview of Devanny’s life and 
fiction has demonstrated, she grew to maturity in New Zea-
land and published her first novels about, and while living in, 
New Zealand. As is natural, her later fiction reflects the natu-
ral landscape, history, and political evolution of Australia, her 
adopted home. So to answer my own question, Devanny is 
both a New Zealand and an Australian writer.
Having said that, it is certainly true that Australian liter-
ary critics and social and political historians have been much 
quicker to claim and praise Devanny than their New Zealand 
counterparts. The New Zealand literary establishment’s pre-
vailing attitude was captured in Alan Mulgan’s ‘A Century of 
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Literature’ in 1939. This survey of New Zealand literature dis-
cusses several New Zealand novelists, including Jane Mander, 
Edith Searle Grossmann, Nelle Scanlan, Rosemary Rees, John 
Guthrie, G. B. Lancaster, Robin Hyde, and John A. Lee, but 
Devanny only warrants a passing reference by way of com-
parison with Jane Mander. According to Mulgan, those who 
found Mander’s fiction ‘strong meat’ would revise their opin-
ion if they read Devanny, as Mander’s novels were ‘mild com-
pared with Jean Devanny’s The Butcher Shop’.46
In 1990 Patrick Evans made an almost identical point in 
The Penguin History of New Zealand Literature, dismissing 
Devanny’s fiction as ‘crude compared to Mander’s’.47 Lawrence 
Jones, in his chapter on the novel in the 1991 Oxford Histo-
ry of New Zealand Literature, praises Devanny’s realism and 
politics, and gives an overview of her New Zealand fiction, 
but tempers this praise with criticism of her prose, which he 
describes as melodramatic, contrived, and at times ‘lurid’, and 
incapable of matching her vision.48 In Where Did She Come 
From? Heather Roberts categorises Devanny as a romance 
writer and completely misses Devanny’s radical exploration 
of inter-racial relationships, complaining that Devanny and 
her contemporaries Mander, Rees, and Peacock ‘did not re-
gard the relationship between Maori and Pakeha as important 
enough to be a theme of their novels’.49 Devanny’s fiction is 
the subject of several theses, while Lynley Cvitanovitch’s 1985 
monograph Breaking the Silence examines Devanny in rela-
tion to the New Zealand feminist writer Edith Searle Gross-
mann.50
Significantly, the most sustained scholarly analyses of 
Devanny’s New Zealand fiction are to be found in two articles 
by Australian scholar Carole Ferrier.51 While Devanny has 
been variously chastised and ignored by New Zealand critics, 
Australian writers have found both her life and fiction worthy 
of attention. Between 1980 and 2011 there have been four-
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teen book chapters and over thirty journal articles published 
on Devanny as an important Australian feminist, communist 
and working-class writer.52 Ferrier’s importance to this body 
of scholarship has already been highlighted. Other scholars 
who have followed her example include John McNair, with 
analysis of ‘Jean Devanny in the Soviet Union’, Richard Tay-
lor, who considers  Devanny’s ‘Barrier Reef Writings’, Nicole 
Moore, in her investigation of ‘Birth Control in Mid-Wave 
Women’s Writing’, and Ian Syson, who discusses  ‘The Realist 
Writer’s Movement’.53
In 1980 Ferrier stated that given Devanny’s radical politics 
it is ‘surprising that her work has not been better known’ in 
Australia and New Zealand.54 She identified some causes for 
this neglect, such as Devanny’s move from New Zealand to 
Australia, her overseas publication, the banning of some of her 
works, her Communist Party membership, and the rarity of 
reprints of Devanny’s fiction.55 With the relative abundance of 
recent Australian critical reappraisals of Devanny, and repub-
lication of three of Devanny’s Australian texts—Sugar Heaven 
(1986), Cindie (1986) and Paradise Flow (1985)—she can no 
longer be regarded as neglected or forgotten. However, apart 
from the 1981 edition of The Butcher Shop, edited by Heather 
Roberts, none of Devanny’s New Zealand novels have been 
republished before now and, as I have outlined above, critical 
reassessments of her work in New Zealand remain rare.
The reasons for this ongoing suspicion of Devanny as a se-
rious author are puzzling. Her departure for Australia is per-
haps relevant in this regard, although Mansfield’s departure 
for Britain has certainly never hindered New Zealand schol-
ars from claiming her as their own. Her New Zealand fiction 
is rather tentative and experimental, with Devanny achieving 
a more integrated vision in her later Australian works. Also 
of significance, is the lack of other ‘proletarian’ New Zealand 
voices with which to link Devanny—John A. Lee’s fiction 
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perhaps comes closest in this regard—and her persistence in 
combining realism with romance, which did not appeal to 
the subsequent generation of determinedly realist authors. 
Patrick Evans writes that the 1930s fiction of John Mulgan 
and John A. Lee was ‘a literature of repression and exclusion 
[that] was thought somehow to be more honest to the New 
Zealand experience than what a writer like Devanny was try-
ing to do’.56
But, most importantly, Devanny—like Grossmann, Man-
der and, to some extent, Hyde—suffered from what Lawrence 
Jones terms the ‘literary misogyny’ of the New Zealand liter-
ary community in the 1930s and 1940s.57 A. R. D. Fairburn 
dismissed contemporary female writers as ‘the menstrual 
school’.58 For Fairburn and his contemporaries ‘New Zealand 
Literature’ essentially began in the 1930s–1940s with the mas-
culine, nationalist, realist tradition. Charles Brasch summed 
up this view when he declared: ‘Here we are: New Zealand 
literature begins with us.’59 This myth exerted a long stran-
glehold on New Zealand letters and has only recently been 
challenged and dispelled.60 Thus, in New Zealand Devanny 
remains something of a curiosity rather than a writer to be 
celebrated; regarded as the almost embarrassing relative who 
speaks too loudly, feels too deeply, and lacks restraint. It is my 
hope that this republication of Lenore Divine will introduce 
readers to a different Devanny, a radical thinker, fearless de-
fender of the rights of women and workers, and passionate 
advocate of reform.
 A Political Novel
Lenore Divine reflects Devanny’s Marxist ideology and de-
sire for political change. However, while many of Devanny’s 
political insights in the novel are grounded in reality—such 
as Holly’s ‘soapbox’ oratory in Post Office Square, the suspi-
cion and dismissal of Marxist sympathisers by employers, the 
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groundswell of Labour support in the Unions—the novel is 
also a utopian fantasy. This is New Zealand politics not as it 
was in 1926, but as Devanny wishes it to be.
Men, Possibly Unemployed, and Others, 
in Post Office Square, Wellington, 15 January 1933 
(Evening Post Collection, Alexander Turnbull Library, 
Wellington, G-84812-1/2)
This is seen in two key ways. Firstly, the Labour Party 
as depicted by Devanny in Lenore Divine is fundamentally 
Marxist in its ideology. Lafe Osgood, Devanny’s mouthpiece 
for Devanny’s Marxist sentiments, was probably modelled on 
Canadian Marxist Jack Macdonald, a handsome, charismatic 
activist who, like Lafe, was a fine orator. Devanny’s descrip-
tion of her friendship with Macdonald is an exact parallel for 
the intellectual relationship Lafe and Lenore share: ‘tempera-
mentally we were absolutely congenial. He had the relish of 
the intellectual for conversation, and the luxury of our talks 
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together satisfied in me a basic need.’61 However, unlike Mac-
donald, Lafe is a key member of the Labour Party and suc-
cessfully wins the seat of Wellington Central in the general 
election that concludes the novel. This is very different from 
the reality of the Labour Party that Devanny confronted in 
Wellington. In 1925 Devanny wrote a letter to the editor of 
the Evening Post protesting against ‘a certain section of the 
[Labour Party who] … were prepared to renounce working-
class principles, ideals, and action in order to capture Liberal 
votes’. She concludes that ‘Every vote cast to exclude bona 
fide workers from a working-class organisation is a vote cast 
against right, against progress, against the real interests of the 
Labour Party, and against the working class’.62
Unemployed Workers Protest, Wellington Town Hall, 1932–1933 
(Evening Post Collection, Alexander Turnbull Library, 
Wellington, G-84825-1/2).
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Secondly, Devanny alters the historical record in order 
to give Labour more political power than they actually pos-
sessed. In the general election that takes place near the begin-
ning of the narrative she writes of Labour winning ‘a good 
third of the seats’ (p. 50). The most likely parallel for this is 
the 1925 election in which Labour did well, but not as well as 
Devanny suggests. In 1925 Labour became the political party 
with the second highest number of seats for the first time.
New Zealand Labour Party General Election, 1925 
Supplement to the New Zealand Worker, 21 October 1925
(Alexander Turnbull Library, Wellington 
Eph-D-ROTH-NZLABOUR-1925-01)
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However, Devanny’s figures represent an inflation of Labour’s 
actual vote. Labour, led by Harry Holland, won 26.92% of the 
vote, but only 12 parliamentary seats, 15% of the total 80 seats 
and only one more than the Liberal Party with 11 seats. The 
Liberals, led by George William Forbes, won 22.26% of the 
vote. Both the Labour and Liberal Parties were well behind 
the ruling Reform Party, led by Gordon Coates, who held 55 
of Parliament’s 80 seats and won 47.30% of the vote.
The end of Devanny’s narrative stretches out beyond 
‘real’ or historical time to the 1928 general election. Here 
Devanny is being a prophet, or perhaps, more accurately, is 
indulging in wish fulfilment. In her imagined scenario, ‘the 
Labour Party was assured of a working majority’ (p. 192). 
In the realm of political history this triumph was deferred 
until 1935, when Labour achieved a majority victory under 
Michael Joseph Savage.
Of course, for Devanny, the two alterations she makes to 
the historical record are necessarily linked. At this stage of 
her life she was optimistic about the possibility of political 
change and liberation for the masses. The way to achieve this, 
for Devanny, was through a political party founded on the 
principles of Marx. Lenore Divine is thus a kind of political 
parable. ‘Keep true to your Marxist roots,’ Devanny is telling 
Labour, ‘and you will gain both the working people’s support 
and victory.’
While Devanny later wrote of her ambition to create a 
‘proletarian’ novel—and in many ways achieved this in Sugar 
Heaven—it has to be said that Lenore Divine does not fit this 
category. Yes, Devanny’s sentiments are socialist, but this is 
very much a novel of the middle-class leaders of the move-
ment, not a text which gives voice to a working-class perspec-
tive. In terms of Devanny’s New Zealand oeuvre, the reader 
in search of a working-class outlook must turn to Dawn Be-
loved and Poor Swine, which capture a more authentic miner’s 
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voice. In Lenore Divine the central characters are all educated, 
and several of them are wealthy. Lenore is the daughter of a 
librarian and is a successful journalist and writer who is sym-
pathetic to the ‘Reds’ but does not ‘want to have the “slave” 
philosophy dinned into her ears morning, noon, and night’ 
(p. 30). Her first love, Holly Virtue, is an engineer who does 
lose his job when he embraces the socialist cause, but even-
tually becomes a farmer. The socialist leader Lafe Osgood is 
certainly not afraid of hard work and getting his hands dirty, 
working as a wharfie when he is sacked as a journalist because 
of his political principles, but he moves with relative ease 
from being a journalist to a Labour politician. His wife Alle 
Wishart is the pampered daughter of a draper who has want-
ed for nothing. Likewise, Lenore’s two Māori friends, Ngaire 
and Kowhatu Ngatoro, are wealthy Waikato farmers who live 
in a European-style home and keep racehorses.
A Feminist Novel
Novelist and socialist John A. Lee once described Devanny 
as ‘an apostle of the sex revolution in days when that caused 
most to freeze at mention of her name’.63 Throughout her life 
Devanny resisted the label of feminist, regarding this as in-
compatible with her socialist ideology. In an autobiographical 
draft she writes:
Without becoming a feminist—the most elementary knowl-
edge of Marxism precluded that—the whole warp and weft 
of my political aspirations were deeply and ineluctably 
charged with concern for my own sex … I felt myself linked 
by humanitarian chains to the whole universe of working-
class women, and of unfortunate women, and much more so 
with a sense of destiny in regard to the child.64
As the above quotation makes clear, Devanny’s rejection of 
the feminist sobriquet was a matter of semantics. Her whole 
outlook was shaped by her concern for the subjugation of 
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women, and she regarded Marxism as the solution to this op-
pression, just as it was the answer to class oppression. Lenore 
Divine is the novel in which Jean Devanny’s communist and 
feminist philosophies are most closely integrated. Her semi-
autobiographical heroine is both a committed socialist and 
an ardent feminist. Lenore Divine works as a journalist, has 
ambitions to be a novelist, and takes pride in her economic 
independence. She is also free-thinking, holding unconven-
tional views on marriage and sex. She regards marriage as a 
capitalist institution that makes women the property of men, 
enslaving them economically and sexually. Lenore is deter-
mined to remain economically autonomous from her lover 
Holly Virtue and to maintain complete control over her own 
body. She advocates free love unions from which women may 
easily extract themselves should their affections change or 
their sexual satisfaction wane.
For Lenore, capitalism is to blame for the terrible situation 
of woman, making her at best a slave and at worst a prostitute: 
Shackle her, bind her with the chains of economic depend-
ence, make of her a gilded ornament, give her such condi-
tions of life as call for painted lips, the pallid, sickening 
smiles of whoredom, and she falls from the height of God 
and becomes one with the dust of the earth. (p. 101)
The capitalist institution of marriage makes woman the prop-
erty of man. It circumscribes her economic autonomy and 
gives man the right to demand sexual satisfaction. Lenore 
refuses to pander to the male instinct for possession. She 
preserves her legal freedom by remaining single and her eco-
nomic freedom by continuing to work. While her ideal is a 
monogamous union with a man she loves, an ideal she even-
tually finds with Kowhatu, she reserves the right to transfer 
her affections and to maintain control over her body and her 
resources.
Lenore Divinexxxiv
The ending of the novel, and Lenore’s departure from Wel-
lington for the Waikato and Kowhatu’s embrace, does under-
cut Devanny’s feminist message to some extent. Kowhatu is 
the most patriarchal of the novel’s masculine leads. He previ-
ously refuses to share Lenore with Holly, when she proposes 
this as a solution to her reluctance to take her son away from 
his father, and is very clear that Lenore must come to him as 
his woman. He also has a traditional attitude towards family, 
expressing the desire for Lenore to bear him children, a de-
sire to which she eventually accedes, believing they will breed 
‘strong’ children. Devanny was interested in contemporary 
debates about eugenics. She believed that heredity played a 
significant part in physical, mental and moral health and in 
a 1930 article, ‘Eugenic Reform and the Unfit’, argued in fa-
vour of forcible sterilisation as an extension of birth control.65 
Devanny’s early twentieth-century embrace of eugenics and 
heredity is troubling to a twenty-first century audience, but is 
perhaps best understood as a product of its time.
The apparent victory of the strong, conservative male is 
equally unsettling. However, the union between Kowhatu 
and Lenore cannot be dismissed as a selling-out on Devanny’s 
part. Lenore chooses Kowhatu because he is her equal, both 
mentally and physically, and because he arouses in her true 
sexual desire, something she never experienced with Holly. 
The prospect of more children is linked as much to this pas-
sion as it is to eugenics. Likewise, Kowhatu encourages her as 
a writer and provides her with a haven where she can write 
without financial anxiety. Lenore, and her creator, would per-
haps expand Virginia Woolf ’s famous saying to read: ‘In order 
to be a writer a woman needs money, passion, and a room of 
her own.’ Compatibility, freedom, and passion are the three 
key ingredients to a happy union in Devanny’s fiction (three 
ingredients that she never wholly achieved in her own rela-
tionships) and, as with the utopian political vision with which 
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the novel ends, Lenore’s relationship is best understood as the 
ideal towards which Devanny stretched but could never grasp.
A Māori–Pākehā Romance
The complexities and ambiguities evident in Devanny’s syn-
thesis of communist ideology with feminist impulse are also 
apparent in her attitude towards Māori. In some ways Devan-
ny was very much the product of her time. She refers to Māori 
as ‘the brown man’ throughout, she makes several comments 
about the pleasing, but distinctive, ‘acrid, pungent’ body odour 
of Māori, she believes that the survival of the race depends 
on the embrace of European education and the breeding of 
mixed-race children, and she separates Māori into a hierar-
chy, with Europeanised Māori such as Kowhatu and Ngaire 
at the top, and non-Europeanised, atavistic Māori at the bot-
tom. Lenore also speaks critically of Māori culture, her list of 
‘atrocious’ ‘tribal customs’ a series of colonial clichés: ‘Think 
of the superstitions—and the cannibalism, Ngaire. Think of 
the food—fern-roots, fish—often times rotten—kumara, and 
always bloodshed and strife. Ugh!’ (p. 42)
However, while Devanny’s attitude to Māori has a taint of 
social Darwinism, it is also remarkable for its time in that it is 
never racist. She observes perceived differences of smell, skin 
colour, custom, and outlook with the eye of the anthropolo-
gist, not the colonist, and views Māori culture as in many ways 
superior to oppressive, Western capitalism. Lenore tempers 
her revulsion for certain customs of the Māori  with praise of 
their communistic concept of collective land ownership and 
an acknowledgment that Māori have ‘suffered much injustice 
and cruelty at our hands … and still do’ (p. 41). Ngaire and 
Kowhatu Ngatoro possess an unshakeable sense of cultural 
pride, run a productive Waikato farm, and critique European 
hypocrisy, greed and immorality. 
In particular, Devanny explicitly challenges Pākehā big-
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otry and prejudice. At one point Ngaire ironically comments: 
‘I thought that I was the civilised person and that you were 
a lot of savages’ (p. 214). Ngaire and Kowhatu honour their 
heritage, Devanny insistent that ‘Ngaire will never be Euro-
peanised’, but also move freely and confidently in New Zea-
land’s largely European urban environments (p. 52). In this 
they mirror the attitude and behaviour of Māori politicians 
such as Apirana Ngata and Peter Buck, straddling two worlds. 
Devanny may be advocating an assimilationist progression of 
Māori into a European world, but she is also one of the few 
early New Zealand authors to create successful, individuated, 
heroic Māori characters who operate in the contemporary 
world rather than belonging to the exoticised, primitive world 
of the Noble Savage.
‘A Grey Morning. The Waipa River Near Ngaruawahia, ca. 1920’, 
by Walter Wright. Supplement to the Christmas number 
of the Auckland Weekly News
(Alexander Turnbull Library, Wellington, B-155-016)
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Most radically, the romance at the centre of Lenore Di-
vine is between a European woman and a Māori man. Many 
texts set in early New Zealand feature relationships between 
European men and Māori women, for example Jules Verne’s 
Amongst the Cannibals (1868), Joshua Kirby’s Henry Ancrum 
(1872), Jessie Weston’s Ko Meri (1890), Rolf Boldrewood’s 
War to the Knife (1899), Bannerman Kaye’s Haromi (1900), 
Arthur H. Adams’s Tussock Land (1903), and Jane Mander’s 
The Passionate Puritan (1923). All of these texts conform to 
a similar pattern, with the Māori woman, often the daugh-
ter of a European father and a Māori mother, providing an 
exotic sexual adventure for the European hero, who usually 
views the relationship as a dalliance and has no compunction 
in turning his attention towards the European heroine who is 
his true love. The inverse relationship, between a Māori man 
and European woman, does not feature. Devanny’s inclusion 
of such a relationship between Lenore and Kowhatu Ngatoro 
challenged prevailing European bigotry and fears of miscege-
nation. Kowhatu is the physical and intellectual superior of 
Lenore’s weak first love Holly. He is strong-willed, principled, 
proud, and passionate, representing Lenore’s ‘primal need 
and right, her love-mate’ (p. 124). In this instance Devanny’s 
eugenic philosophy aided her acceptance and promotion of 
inter-racial relationships. She argues that ‘Inter-racial admix-
ture’ is ‘genetically strengthening’.66
Devanny’s unique approach is thrown into relief when set 
against not only literary predecessors, but also the historical 
record. Angela Wanhalla’s research on interracial families in 
New Zealand reveals that ‘Across numerous frontiers, rela-
tionships between white men and indigenous women were 
tolerated because they “represented extensions and reinforce-
ments of colonialism, conquest, and domination.” For white 
women, the rules were clearly different.’67 She cites as one of 
her examples South Island Native Officer Alexander Mackay, 
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who argued in 1881 that Māori men’s ‘habits and modes of 
life preclude the possibility of intermarrying with Europe-
ans’.68 Lenore Divine is set in a slightly later historical period, 
but many of the views Wanhalla reveals remained intact and 
I believe that it is impossible to overestimate the radicalism 
of Devanny’s fiction in challenging a deeply-held social and 
racial taboo. 
The pride, worth, and equality of Māori are a theme in 
much of Devanny’s New Zealand fiction. The Butcher Shop 
and Bushman Burke feature relationships between European 
women and Māori men. Although they are not as success-
ful or central as Kowhatu and Lenore’s union, they work to 
destabilise early nineteenth-century attitudes towards race. 
The short story ‘Maori Love’ recasts the Māori–Pākehā re-
lationship in comic vein, with Pehi Matanga willing to lure 
Mrs Ballinger’s husband to his death in order to enjoy a rela-
tionship with his widow. Once again, the emphasis is on the 
Māori man’s virility and his ability to awaken and satisfy Mrs 
Ballinger’s dormant sexual self.
As with her political aspirations, Devanny is rather uto-
pian in her portrayal of race. In The Butcher Shop immigrant 
Miette Longstairs has ‘to learn that the Maori, grand in the 
traditions of his race, stood equal with the average white 
man.… [I]n New Zealand racial discrimination between Ha-
waiki’s sons and the whites is non-existent’.69 The influence of 
Devanny’s mentor, anthropologist George Winter, is strong, 
the ethnographic influences on her thought made clear in her 
fiction: ‘They [Māori] are a wonderful race. Why, Elsdon Best 
and Edward Tregear and Johannes Anderson cannot do too 
much honour to the Maoris.’70
The Demon Drink
Devanny’s radical Marxist feminism, with its emphasis on 
economic and sexual liberty, goes hand in hand with an al-
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most puritanical attack on what Devanny terms ‘vice’, particu-
larly alcoholism and promiscuity. She associates these vices 
with post-war bohemianism, railing against the ‘jazz mad-
ness’ of 1920s Wellington in ‘Sex Life of Peoples Ancient and 
Modern’.71 It is a critique of this ‘jazz madness’ which is one of 
her subjects in Lenore Divine. Devanny was not alone in her 
contempt for the lifestyle of the bohemian and the flapper, 
with newspapers in the mid-1920s attacking the faults of the 
‘jazz age’, in particular the behaviour of the ‘modern’ woman. 
Ace-High Dance Band, Wellington, ca. 1928 
Cecil Jacobs, banjo; Arthur Fitzgerald, clarinet; Ken Fanthorpe, 
piano; Fred Fanthorpe, violin (Veda Fanthorpe Collection, Alex-
ander Turnbull Library, Wellington, PAColl-1729-1)
A satirical 1925 article in the New Zealand Truth, ‘Recipe for a 
Flapper’, has much in common with Devanny’s views:
Carefully remove all traces of Sweetness and Innocence 
and stuff tightly with a forcemeat of Evil Wisdom and Cheap 
Wit. Soak in the foetid atmosphere of a City; until all Mod-
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esty and Rationality disappears.
Cover the face with a thick, double or triple layer of Cos-
metic, and stain two fingers of the right hand brown.
Twist into any attitude but a natural one, a paralytic slouch 
being at present very popular.
Fill with the notion that Jazz is the noblest work of God 
and garnish with a trifle of slinky dress and considerable legs. 
Over all sprinkle the dust of Complete Conceit.
Decorate with a pair of Come-and-get-me eyes and a Lu-
rid Tongue.
Place a cocktail in the left hand and a cigarette in the right, 
serve with the Sauce of General and Particular Stupidity, and 
stand by to watch a damfool world lap it up.72
Tivoli Theatre, Wellington. Programme Cover, 1924 
(Alexander Turnbull Library, Wellington, 
Eph-A-VARIETY-1924-01-cover)
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Far from being antithetical to her political beliefs, Devan-
ny’s attitude towards the perceived dangers of the ‘jazz’ age has 
its origins in her Marxist thinking. In a 1919 letter published 
in the Maoriland Worker Devanny railed against the demon 
drink: ‘Every time a Socialist must be for temperance and 
for absolute Prohibition. Alcohol deadens the brains of the 
workers and in so doing helps to enslave them.’73 According 
to Engels’ theory of the three evolutionary stages, social evils 
such as drunkenness, slothfulness, and promiscuity are the 
product of the second stage of bourgeois capitalism (the first 
stage being the primitive stage of Nature in which all prop-
erty was held in common, passion was expressed freely, and 
men and women were equal in their struggle for survival). 
Those who reject vice align themselves with the third stage 
of a new, enlightened socialist order. Engels and Devanny be-
lieved that the societies in which they lived were balanced on 
the cusp between capitalism and communism. The process of 
change had begun, but revolt was still the prerogative of the 
few rather than the many. These few point the way forward 
and encourage others to follow.74
In Lenore Divine Devanny is very clear as to how ‘vice’ fits 
into the communist pattern. She defines it as anything which 
damages the healthy functioning of the individual and socie-
ty. These damaging traits, fostered by capitalism, will be elimi-
nated in the new socialist order. Enlightened thinkers such 
as Lenore and Lafe realise the need for clean living. Lenore 
tells her lover Holly that ‘promiscuous and unrestricted in-
tercourse’ is a ‘vice’ because of its ’devitalising effect’ on hu-
manity, just as alcohol is a ‘vice’ because it is ‘injurious to the 
human organism’ (p. 37).
If Lenore and Lafe represent the utopian, socialist future 
in the novel, Holly and Alle represent the flawed present. In 
keeping with the optimism of Devanny’s vision in this novel, 
Holly and Alle are both ‘redeemed’. Alcohol turns Holly into 
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an unfaithful, unemployed, pathetic sot. A campaign insti-
gated by Lafe begins the cure and Holly is reborn as a man 
of discipline worthy of Rose Leatham’s love. Likewise, Lafe’s 
wife Alle becomes pregnant after a drunken encounter with 
a man she cannot remember. Cast aside by Lafe, she jettisons 
her old pleasure-loving lifestyle and is ‘fashioned anew’ as 
a ‘good woman’ (p. 191). Devanny returns to this theme in 
Bushman Burke, which revolves around Flora Wallace’s re-
jection of her artificial, promiscuous ‘jazz’ lifestyle through 
the influence of her clean-living husband Taipo Burke. In 
Lenore Divine Devanny’s advocacy of clean living is under-
lined by her choice of surnames. Lenore and Lafe have already 
reached their ‘Divine’ and ‘Good’ potential. Holly must strive 
to achieve ‘Virtue’, while Lenore and Lafe ‘wish’ and work for 
a transformation of Alle’s heart (Wishart).
View of the Wellington Cable Car with Harbour in Background, 
ca. 1905–1920 
Photographer: Joseph Zacariah. 
(Alexander Turnbull Library, Wellington, F-91133-1/2)
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The Power of Place
Much of my interest in Devanny lies in her radical ideas, the 
way in which she attacked the attitudes of her time. I have 
emphasised that in her beliefs and outlook she is very much 
ahead of her time, her fiction infused with a desire to stir and 
change opinions, to transform society. Yet Lenore Divine also 
appeals to me because it is very much of its time and place. 
The narrative is full of fascinating details about daily life in 
Wellington in the 1920s, from the cost of buying a house or 
renting an apartment, to beauty rituals involving hennaed hair 
and finger nails whitened with lemon juice, to favoured pets, 
to early twentieth-century dental hygiene, to popular music 
and literature of the day. There is a sense of immediacy, of al-
most documentary realism to parts of the narrative. Devanny 
is writing about a place and a period that she knows intimate-
ly and is currently living in and the narrative demonstrates 
how fiction can provide an invaluable window into the past.
View of Courtenay Place, 1926. Photographer: Crown Studios, 
Wellington (Crown Studios Collection, 
Alexander Turnbull Library, Wellington, F-32049-1/1)
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In particular, Devanny writes about place with vivid ac-
curacy and attention to detail. Wellington in the 1920s lives in 
the novel, from the opening description of eating strawberry 
ice in a Willis Street Cabaret, to the rough camaraderie of un-
loading shipping cargo on the quays, to the eerie beauty of the 
harbour as Lafe and Lenore walk through the city at night. In 
her autobiography Devanny writes of coming to appreciate 
‘the loveliness of Wellington, a city that seemed to slope and 
hang, for the most part, to the undulating slopes, even to the 
crags and escarpments. The harbour, with its broad expanse 
and mountainy background, at eventide was given over to an 
atmospheric colouring that was enchanting.’75 This love of the 
city infuses the novel.
Devanny’s fictional evocation of a contemporary urban en-
vironment is a rarity for the period in which she was writing. 
Many of the early New Zealand novels that have been repub-
lished, in particular Mander’s The Story of a New Zealand River 
and Devanny’s The Butcher Shop, are set in pioneering or rural 
communities. The fictions of William Satchell, Edith Searle 
Grossmann, and G. B Lancaster are also largely rural in set-
ting, with the narrative action taking place on farms or small 
towns. Cities do feature in some texts, such as Christchurch in 
Louisa Baker’s A Daughter of the King (1895) and Auckland in 
Clara Cheeseman’s A Rolling Stone (1885), but these are cities 
in their infancy in the era of European settlement.
City life in late nineteenth- and early twentieth-century 
New Zealand is not the subject of many novelists. If a tradi-
tion of urban fiction exists it is to be found in the small oeuvre 
of prohibition novels that were published between 1885 and 
1927. These bear a fleeting resemblance to Devanny in their 
vociferous attack on the ‘demon drink’, although from a moral 
and Christian ideological perspective rather than a scientific 
and socialist viewpoint. However, in contrast to Devanny’s 
alertness to the beauties of the city, prohibition novels such as 
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G. M. Reed’s The Angel Isafrel (1896, set in Auckland), Bertha 
Cameron’s In Fair New Zealand (1899, set in Dunedin), and 
Kathleen Inglewood’s Patmos (1905, set in Christchurch and 
Wellington) depict ugly urban environments. The city, un-
der the curse of readily available alcohol, is seen as a place of 
moral darkness, criminal activity, poverty, filth and disease. 
This emerges most clearly in Inglewood’s Patmos, in which 
both Christchurch and Wellington are described as places of 
‘squalor … danger and sin’.76
No such pall shadows Devanny’s Wellington, a place in 
which people behave selfishly and venially at times, but the 
city’s physical beauty and vibrancy is celebrated. Yet the novel 
is as attuned to the beauties of the New Zealand natural world 
as it is to the appeal of urban environments. Lenore finds 
solace in a bush camp near Wainuiamata when she struggles 
with her seemingly impossible love for Kowhatu. This section 
of the novel draws on Devanny’s own enjoyment of weekends 
with her husband at the Orongorongo bush camp while Hal 
was employed on the tunnelling co-operative. Here Devanny 
delighted in the ‘majestic forest, of rata, rimu, miro and birch’ 
and ‘the luxury of swimming in the nude’.77 At the end of the 
novel both Lenore and Holly leave the city to start a new life 
in the countryside, Lenore on Kawhatu’s Waikato estate and 
Holly on the Leathams’s Wairarapa farm. Lenore’s eulogising 
of the ‘beauty of the wool’ in the shearing shed is perhaps in-
spired by Devanny’s own visit to the sheep farm near Taihape 
managed by her sister Annie’s husband (p. 199). These rural 
retreats provide Lenore with the writer’s ‘room of her own’ 
that she needs, and Holly with a clean, outdoor life at a re-
move from the temptations of the bar. In some ways, these 
two characters move out of real, historical time into Arcadia. 
Lenore declares: ‘“Yes, I shall live here and write, Lafe. I am 
perfectly happy. It is Paradise.’” (p. 218) It is left for Lafe to 
continue the socialist struggle in the city, although even he 
gets his utopian, ahistoric Labour victory.
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Botanical Gardens, Wellington, 1926. 
Photographer: Robert Ernest Wells (Robert E. Wells Collection, 
Alexander Turnbull Library, Wellington, PAColl-0001-2-1-148)
Even in the city, places of natural beauty provide a refuge 
from the stresses and troubles of life. Lenore and Kowhatu de-
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clare their love for each other in the Botanic Gardens, Lenore 
telling Kowhatu that ‘the glory of our city and harbour … will 
aid me to seduce you to my wishes.’ (p. 104)
Above all, the monument to Liberal leader Richard John 
Seddon in Wellington’s old cemetery is a place of inspiration 
to Lenore. This was Devanny’s favourite spot in Wellington. 
She recalls living
close … to a lovely old cemetery, long abandoned as a burial 
ground, that covered the slope of one of the innumerable 
spurs of the hills encircling the city. The tomb and monu-
ment of New Zealand’s great Liberal leader, Dick Seddon, 
crowned its summit, overlooking the harbour. I spent a great 
deal of time in that cemetery; and the beauty of its gardens 
and shrubberies, lily-filled shady retreats, great deciduous 
trees, combined with the serene atmosphere, went far to re-
storing me to normal mental health [after the death of Erin] 
… I spent hours in it, reading, or lying somnolently in the 
sunshine, my senses bemused by the sonorous singing of the 
cicadas.78
It is fitting that Frederick de Jersey Clere’s painting of the 
Seddon monument adorns the front cover of this volume and 
that a discussion of the monument provides the conclusion 
to this introduction to Lenore Divine. In this image and this 
place, so many of the key themes of this introduction come 
together. The interplay between Devanny’s love of the Botanic 
Gardens and the Seddon monument and Lenore’s desire to 
have ‘the most beautiful things of my young life … happen 
there’ highlight the autobiographical qualities of the novel (p. 
6). Devanny mythologises Seddon as a socialist forerunner: a 
man of the people; a man of principle; and a ‘plain, blunt man’ 
who despises pretension (p. 8). Likewise, the Seddon monu-
ment is the site of Lenore’s impassioned attack on marriage 
and defense of a love free from convention or patriarchal 
control. Her second declaration of love for Kowhatu in the 
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adjacent Botanic Gardens is employed by Devanny as a tes-
tament to Māori nobility, equality, and sexual attractiveness. 
The monument and surrounding cemetery and gardens are 
a reminder of both the passage of time, the need to live a life 
rich in urgency and meaning, and the importance of the natu-
ral world in providing inspiration and comfort. As a sculpture 
set in a tranquil garden the monument is an emblem of both 
life and art. In drawing on her life and beliefs to create her 
own work of art, Devanny was hopeful that her fiction would 
have the solidity, purpose, and endurance of a monument and 
a similar capacity to captivate and inspire as the man whose 
life it commemorates.
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Lenore Divine and Lafe Osgood were seated at a small table in 
a cabaret in Willis Street, Wellington,1 on a November night. 
The time was half-past ten. Before Lenore Divine stood a crys-
tal glass of ice cream incarnadined with strawberry flavouring. 
In her hand she held a silver spoon, suspended midway be-
tween her mouth and the glass and containing a small quantity 
of ice cream and a large strawberry. She was talking rapidly and 
vehemently, trying to say something she wanted very much to 
say before the man opposite her broke in with the interruption 
she could see was trembling impatiently on his lips.
Before Lafe Osgood stood a large glass half-full of hot 
lemon drink. In his hand he flourished a straw flattened be-
yond utility by the heat of the beverage he had been suck-
ing through it. His whole bearing betokened impatience. His 
black brows were never still; his eyes, so dark-blue as to ap-
pear black in the glare of the electric light, darted hither and 
thither as though he were only half listening to his compan-
ion’s words. His thin upper lip was drawn tight against the 
lower full one, and his great shoulders, so massive as to strain 
at the bondage of his coat, shrugged interminably. At last he 
could stand it no longer. He had listened to Lenore Divine for 
quite half a minute, an unprecedented time for Lafe Osgood 
to devote to another person’s opinions.
“Yes! Yes!” he interrupted rudely. He flung himself back 
on two legs of his chair, discarded the straw, thrust his two 
great hands into his trouser pockets, threw his chair forward 
again with a resounding whack of the two front legs upon the 
floor, brought his feet down with a tremendous whop, and, 
with legs spread widely apart, thrust his face forward until it 
almost touched the woman’s across the table.
“Yes, yes, my girl. The idea’s all right if it could be made to 
bear fruit. The theory’s a pretty one, I grant you. But it’s not 
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practicable—not practicable. It’s a Utopian idea—”
“Here, you two. Everybody’s looking at you. You’re making 
a show of yourselves—and of us. Can’t you cut that rot2 even 
in a place like this?”
A slight, fragile-looking girl of eighteen or thereabouts 
dropped into one of the two vacant chairs at the table. She 
was pretty. Her henna-coloured hair (“shampooed” henna)3 
was bobbed and stood out from her small head in a cluster 
of curls. Her mouth was red—red as most girls’ mouths are 
nowadays—and her flushed cheeks were thickly powdered. 
Nevertheless the contours of her face were good, her bare 
neck and shoulders were nicely thin, and her eyes—  the slits 
were long and narrow, and the brows were utterly Oriental, 
strangely, beautifully Oriental. Her teeth were false, obviously, 
but not unpleasantly so in a country where most people have 
false teeth before maturity is reached.4 She dropped, anyhow, 
in the involuted manner of youth’s posturing to-day, into a 
chair and scowled at Lenore Divine and Lafe Osgood. There 
was anger in her regard of Osgood; jealousy in her fleeting 
glance at the older girl. Her name was Alle Wishart.
Her companion, with whom she had been dancing, took 
the other unoccupied chair. Finding no room beneath the ta-
ble for his long legs he swung his chair round and sat side-
ways. He took a coloured silk handkerchief out of his vest 
pocket and wiped his face, then stuck it round his neck inside 
his low linen collar.
“Gettin’ too hot for dancing now,” he remarked; then, “Let’s 
get out into the air.”
He spoke at large, but his look and remarks were mani-
festly for Lenore Divine. An impatience gathered upon him 
also. He bent toward the young woman. Truly love in his eyes 
sat playing.
“Finish your ice, Len, and let’s get out,” he said.
Holly Virtue was fair. Curling yellow hair, real golden hair, 
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stood in a thick mop straight from a narrow, veined forehead. 
Thick blonde brows met low above extraordinarily big blue 
eyes, the pale blue eyes of the weakling; a small nose, full, sen-
suous lips, very red, and a thin, long face. His ears were large 
and stood out from his head. Tall and slim, not altogether 
what one could call handsome, but attractive—decidedly at-
tractive to women.
Lenore Divine helped herself to a spoonful of ice, grim-
aced at its chill and then smiled at Virtue.
“All right, Holly,” she said.
Lafe Osgood was frowning. He drank off his lemon and 
banged the glass upon the table noisily.
“Why don’t you go on dancing?” he asked testily. “Suits you 
and Alle. Suits Lennie and me to talk.”
“Suits you to talk, you mean, Lafe,” said Lenore Divine. 
She smiled at Alle Wishart, reached over and squeezed the 
girl’s hand.
“Lafe’s an awful boor, Alle,” she said. “For the life of me I 
can’t see why you are bothered with him. He’s fine to argue the 
point with. He and I hit it off admirably because we both love 
‘fight,’ but he must be a lamentable failure as a lover.”
The girl pushed her hand away pettishly, then grabbed it 
again and pressed it to her soft round cheek.
“I’m a selfish, jealous little beast, Lennie,” she said remorse-
fully. “I know you two are only friends, but—Lafe never gives 
me a thought when you’re around.” There was more than a 
suggestion of tears in her voice.
A metamorphosis took place in Lafe Osgood. His dark 
eyes grew soft as a loving woman’s. A charming smile wrin-
kled them at the corners, and he rose quickly and picked up 
the girl’s navy-cloth cloak.
“Silly little kid!” he said. “Silly little kid!” He wrapped the 
cloak round her, contriving to squeeze her shoulders as he 
did so.
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The other two were also standing up. Lenore Divine was 
tall, too, for a woman; five feet six inches high, but appear-
ing taller because of her stately presence. Her movements 
were quick and decided—yet graceful. She carried her head 
slightly thrown back, her decided5 chin up-tilted, causing her 
to survey her surroundings through lowered, heavy lids, add-
ing a hint of sleepiness—her feminine critics said slyness—to 
her regard, oddly at variance with her rapid movements. But 
sometimes, especially when engaged in enthusiastic argument 
as just now with Lafe Osgood, her eyes would open to a star-
tling width and reveal glimpses of an intelligence so keen as 
to seem to adumbrate6 the presence behind of an almost un-
canny insight into the actuating motives of human contacts.
Lenore Divine possessed the faculty, or the “gift,” which-
ever one likes to call it, of being able, on occasion, to penetrate 
into the inmost thoughts of others, of being able to commune 
with their souls. Only on occasion, however. The faculty had 
no concern with her will. It brooked no interference, no at-
tempt at cultivation by her. Like an adventitious spirit it would 
flash into her consciousness; with one lightning-like stroke 
it would lay open the minds of those around her, or even of 
those not directly around her, so that she might read. Some-
times the peculiar power would remain with her for hours; at 
other times it would amount to no more than one penetrat-
ing, all-comprehending flash of divination. From earliest con-
sciousness she had known it; though, until pubescence came 
upon her, she had, not realised that it was an extraordinary 
attribute. She had thought it the common possession of the 
many. After learning of its peculiarity she had been immense-
ly interested and had tried to cultivate it, but without result. 
Now, in her twenty-third year, she had got used to it, and, as it 
had proved of no commercial value to her, had almost learned 
to ignore it. She seldom saw anything that interested her in 
the mentality of the groundlings around her, and as for the 
Chapter I 5
few that aspired—like Lafe Osgood, they were usually so anx-
ious to propagate their ideas, so overpoweringly insistent on 
converting all and sundry to their way of thinking, or, perhaps 
one should say, to their way of reading, that it was a mercy to 
be able to shut one’s ears to their continual clamour.
But, though she did not realise the fact herself, it was 
doubtless to this faculty of divination that she owed a great 
deal of her strength of character, a great deal of her calm as-
surance, her air of undebatable superiority. She knew the 
thoughts of most of those around her. With the power upon 
her, and sometimes it came often, no amount of pretension, 
of verbosity, could conceal from her the underlying pettiness, 
the dross, the dead weight of insincerity, of ignorance, which 
might lie beneath. For instance, she despised the smug “chief ” 
of the “daily”7 on whose staff she was a most valuable adjunct. 
She knew herself to be stronger, more able, from every point 
of view, than this gentleman who had often unknowingly laid 
bare his shrivelled mentality to her. And from such contem-
plation of the faults of others she had turned inwardly upon 
herself; she had developed the quality of self-analysis to a sci-
ence and had thus been able, through a congenital fineness, to 
purge herself of much original sin.8
As a quarter to eleven was chimed out by the post office 
clock,9 the four—Lafe Osgood and Alle Wishart, Holly Vir-
tue and Lenore Divine—left the cabaret and walked down 
the narrow stairs leading to the pavement of Willis Street.10 
There they separated. Alle, whose father owned a drapery 
establishment in town, lived in Upper Willis Street. Lenore 
Divine lived in a room of an apartment house on Wellington 
Terrace11 in the opposite direction.
“Good night, Alle,” said Lenore, her round, throaty tones 
very soft. “Good night, Lafe, dear boy. Try and not be late at 
work to-morrow. You’re in the bad books already, you know.”
“Righto! I’ll be there. Good night!” Lafe and Alle Wishart 
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walked off, the big man’s arm encircling the shoulders of the 
slight girl.
“You do make it rather hot with Lafe, you know,” said Virtue, 
as he impatiently turned down the street, now almost deserted. 
“You talk to him as though—as though——Aw, damn it!”
Lenore Divine smiled, but did not speak until they reached 
the corner of Lambton Quay.12 “The matter is, you are quite 
spoiled, Holly. You know I am fond of Lafe. It is the greatest pity 
in the world that Lafe and I did not fall in love with each other 
and—What a splendid pair you and Alle would be. As it is —”
Virtue clutched at her arm. “As it is,” he said roughly, “you 
and I have fallen in love. Haven’t we? Don’t you love me as I 
love you? Don’t you?” He almost shook her.
She turned to him with one of her swift, graceful move-
ments. Her neck was very long and her bare head moved upon 
it as easily as a swan’s undulations. “Not exactly as you love 
me, Holly. You are a man—or a boy. I am a woman. Women 
do not love as men do, Holly.”
“Why don’t they? Don’t you want to be with me every 
minute of the day and night as I want to be with you?” He 
stopped at the corner of Woodward Street,13 which led up to 
the Terrace where Lenore lived. “When will you marry me? 
When will you marry me?”
“I have thought out my answer to that, Holly. Wait! Can’t 
you see there’s people about? Take me up to Seddon’s garden,14 
and I’ll tell you my answer.”
“What rot! Tell me now. It’s got to be ‘Yes,’ anyhow. Tell me!”
Lenore Divine grew angry. She drew away. “You forget 
yourself, Holly. You know perfectly well that we are—are go-
ing to be together. Take me to my garden and we’ll talk. And 
you must be pleasant, Holly. Look how wonderful the night 
is. My garden will be so wonderful. I want the most beautiful 
things of my young life to happen there, Holly, for I love it so. 
It is my garden, my garden. No one loves Seddon’s resting-
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place as I do. No one but myself has shared his otherwise 
lonely, eternal vigil.”
The man walked up the rise of Woodward Street in silence. 
At the top, he said huskily:
“You are so wonderful, Lennie. You make me feel such a—
such a worm. It beats me that you are not frightened to poke 
about cemeteries at night. There, it’s eleven o’ clock and you’re 
wanting to prowl about tombstones. You get my goat.15 But I 




Once upon a time a plain man called Richard John Seddon1 
came out of the mines of the wild west coast of the South Island, 
and fought his way through political shoals and quicksands, 
step by step, until his grit, ability, and integrity gained for him 
the position of head of the island state, the popularly acclaimed 
uncrowned king of the land he himself had named “God’s Own 
Country.” Wise was his rule and beneficent. A plain, blunt 
man, with the brogue of his Lancashire breeding thick upon 
his tongue, he came from out of the ranks of the workers, and a 
plain, blunt man, refusing oft and always the insignia of a spuri-
ous nobility, he remained until the day of his death.
Wellington, the capital city of his honeyed land of the 
South Seas, is a city of hills and valleys. Around the shores 
of Port Nicholson Harbour it crowds its quays, its commer-
cial buildings, its drabness and its bustle, its railways and its 
roads. So little flat land is there that one thing is plumped2 
down almost on top of another: the huge warehouses abut3 
upon the quays. The giant cranes and grabs, swinging the 
goods out of and into the gaping holds of the ocean-going 
liners, have scarcely room to swing. Along the base of the 
hills run the principal streets, fashioned almost entirely on 
reclaimed land.4 Sixty years ago the harbour waters lapped 
the rocks where now stand great, seven-story, reinforced 
concrete structures, monuments to progress. And upon the 
hills and in the tiny valleys Wellington’s one hundred thou-
sand humans dwell. Innumerable, unending flights of stairs 
ascend the hills almost out of the principal streets. Beautiful 
homes perch precariously upon summits, upon pinnacles, 
embodiments of the builders’ cunning art; tiny bungalows 
creep into rocky crevices and hang on. Shabby dwellings of 
the poor, of the dispossessed, find ample hiding in the low 
shadows cast into the valley by the sumptuousness of the 
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“propertied” above. Away—away—the farthest hills present 
the spectacle of Nature’s ramparts given over to the fashion-
ing hand of man.
Wellington Terrace overlooks the city—and the harbour—
the harbour! A great artist once entered Wellington Harbour5 
at an early hour of the morning. He had travelled the world. 
Harbours of all lands he had known. And he said that not an-
ywhere in the world had he entered a harbour more beautiful 
than this one of Wellington. I wonder, did he see the harbour 
from the Terrace?
On Wellington Terrace, at the top of a little, almost disused 
burial-plot, the body of Richard John Seddon, Prime Minister 
of New Zealand, was laid in state. A monument was erected 
above his vault—a monument singularly befitting the resting-
place of the plain, blunt man who had guided so wisely and so 
well the destinies of this land.
It was to this God’s acre6 that Lenore Divine led Holly 
Virtue that night. They entered the ground through a small, 
wooden gate, and immediately the pathway led down into the 
dark of a tiny valley, too low-lying even for penetration by the 
effulgence of a full moon. At the bottom of the valley stood 
an old, ruined chapel.7 Not one of its small, diamond-shaped 
window-panes was intact. Beside its porch grew an oak-tree, 
its spreading branches tapping the shingle roof of the chapel 
and embracing a darkness so thick that Lenore Divine shiv-
ered, pressed close to the man, and hurried.
“Frightened?” he whispered, holding her tight.
“No; but it’s not pleasant. It is moist and dark and chilly. I 
do not like this part of my garden at night. Smell the earthi-
ness, and hear the drip, drip of the runlets in the dense bush.”
But a few hurried steps found them out of the valley and 
among the tombs upon the hill. Here they stopped upon 
one of the gravel paths. Moonlight splashed upon the white 
stones, flashed with a cold brilliance upon the gilt lettering 
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of the more ornate, lent an aspect of fantastic aliveness to the 
chiselled figures so eternally posing.
“Look,” whispered Lenore, indicating a huge, raised figure 
with flaming torch upheld.8 “One can imagine that the light 
breeze, emboldened by the night’s concealing friendliness, 
had blown the breath of life into its nostrils. It seems alive.”
“You make me creepy. You didn’t bring me here to talk 
about that old fossil, did you? It is only stone, Lennie. We are 
alive; we are young too—and in love. Tell me now. Tell me.” 
Virtue drew her into a close embrace.
“No, not here. We’ll go up to Seddon’s tomb and sit upon 
the long, dry grass. The ground is flat upon the top of the hill.”
They walked upwards quickly, skirting the plots, but keep-
ing to the grassy sward. They passed through the small Jewish 
section,9 beside the thick native bush, and came to Seddon’s 
tomb. The moonlight shone full upon it, lighting up the black 
lettering plainly. On the front of the memorial—the beauty 
of which lies in its simplicity, and whose massive, earth-
embracing base sends heavenwards an aspiring tower upon 
which hovers a figure with scroll and wreath—they could see 
marked in great letters the one word: “Seddon.” Just one little 
word, but, Lenore Divine thought, how all-sufficing. Why had 
the beauty of the shining marble been mutilated by chiselled 
redundancy when the noblest of epitaphs lay complete within 
the modelling of one small word “Seddon”? The chosen rest-
ing-place upon the hill-top seemed to her to be so fitting, the 
simple grandeur of the memorial so akin to the native quali-
ties of the pliant mind whose renounced habitation of clay lay 
in state beneath it. The tale of his life-work—written upon the 
other three sides of the tomb—would surely have been better 
enshrined upon some lesser scroll, and that one word “Sed-
don” alone left to bear testimony upon the marble.
“Oh, Holly, is it not peaceful—and sacred, somehow?”
“Yes,” said the man simply. Even his disquietened10 mind 
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and fevered blood yielded to night’s soothing ministrations: 
silvern11 sheen of moonlight shook palliation from its pale, 
flat rays.
“Let us sit down,” said the girl. Without demur Holly Vir-
tue stretched himself out upon the dry grass, and Lenore Di-
vine seated herself, upright, beside him.
“You want to live with me, truly, Holly?” she said slowly.
“I want to marry you.”
“Ah! Well, Holly, I have thought and thought, and consid-
ered and considered, and I have made up my mind. I will live 
with you, but—I will not marry you.”
The man turned half round and leaned upon one elbow. 
“What do you mean? What rot are you talking?”
“No rot at all, dear boy. I love you—oh! so much, Holly 
boy, but I am frightened—frightened—to marry you. I will 
live with you, and, if all goes well with us, then we can mar-
ry—and have children, perhaps. I will live with you now.”
Virtue sat up abruptly. He grew agitated. “By God! You are 
mad, girl! Mad. Live with me. By God! I—I—  Any other girl 
but you I’d tell—I’d tell to go to hell.”
There was silence for a minute, and then Lenore Divine 
rose. “Come, Holly, we’ll go home.” Her voice was very tired.
He sprang up; seized her hands. “You’re—you’re away from 
me, as ever!” he cried. “I can’t get to understand you. I know 
you’re good, Lennie. I know you’re wonderful. But you’re al-
ways springing surprises upon me. What’s a man to think 
when a girl tells him she’ll live with him?”
Lenore Divine pressed his hands and smiled. “A man, Hol-
ly, who would be a fit mate for me would be a man who thinks, 
or at least reads, and who would know that morality is not a 
question of formal ceremonial and out-of-date conventional-
ity. My real mate is a man like Lafe Osgood, who understands 
the conditions of the society in which we live, who under-
stands the basis of social functioning, the economic neces-
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sities responsible for our institutions, our ethical codes, our 
marriage system. But what is the use of talking to you? You 
love me, but not enough to cause you to interest yourself in 
the things which are the breath of life to me. I do you the hon-
our to offer to live with you and—you insult me.” She dropped 
his hands. Her voice had become bitter. “Come. You shall go 
on in your world. I shall go on in mine. The spirit in which 
you have taken my offer proves beyond all shadow of a doubt 
that you are no mate for me.” She turned towards the path.
“Wait!” The man spoke shakily. “You’ve got me wrong as 
usual. If I seemed to—to insult you, I beg your pardon. Why, 
I just couldn’t insult you, Lennie. It is only that I was brought 
up to believe certain things, and I have had no reason to be-
lieve my ideas are wrong. If you say they are I suppose they 
must be—”
“No, no. That’s nonsense. It is not what I say, Holly. It is 
what has been proven by the great men of the world, by the 
scientists, the philosophers—”
“All right, then. Sit down on this stone till I get used to your 
idea. You’re not cold, are you, Lennie? You’ll live with me to 
see if we hit it off; is that the idea? Yes? Do you mean that you 
will live with me openly?”
“No. That would be an impossibility in our community of 
Philistines and hypocrites.12 Our bread and butter demands 
expediency. You see, Holly, I owe something to myself. I am 
not a child. I earn a good living. You have been spoiled by 
women—completely spoiled. I hate to think of your—exten-
sive experience with women, Holly. I am not altogether un-
acquainted with your type; I have had some experience with 
men myself. My interests are not yours. You know that well 
enough. And I suspect that you drink more than is good for 
you. I will not tie myself to a man I may come to despise. I 
hate to hurt you, Holly.” She rose and put her arms around 
his neck. His strong arms enfolded her. “But we must have 
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this thing out now, and decide one way or the other. I should 
like us to take a flat, I continue my work as now, and, if we 
get along well enough, if we remain satisfied to be together, 
then we can marry. If not, we can separate without any nasty 
bother, and—certainly neither of us would be any the worse 
for the experience.”
He stood perfectly still, looking away from her. Then: “You 
spoke about—about children, Lennie.” Shy and subtle tender-
ness stole into his voice. “I should love to have a child, girl. It 
seems to me that this scheme of yours has no place for chil-
dren. Oh, Len, be human. Forget your highbrow notions and 
be human. Can’t you be just a woman even in your love?”
“You mean, can’t I be your conception of what a woman 
should be, Holly. As for children—it is cruel and wicked to 
bring children into a world filled with distrustful, quarrelling, 
or unfit parents. For the parents are the child’s whole world 
during the first years.”
There was a long silence. The moon climbed higher, and, 
peeping through the tops of the firs around, spattered the man 
and the woman, and the paths and the low tombs about them, 
with gleaming opalescence. A belated13 pedestrian, hurrying 
homewards through the cemetery short-cut, passed them, 
panting audibly with his tiring, uphill run, and glanced oddly, 
curiously, at the couple. They heard him set off running as he 
disappeared among the belt of dark firs beyond. The sounds 
from the city, just a few hundred yards below and beyond 
them, were becoming fewer and fewer; the cars, screeching 
their way along Lambton Quay, fulminated at longer inter-
vals. Suddenly Virtue said, taking his arms from about the 
woman: “I can’t seem to think about it at all. Let’s walk.” But as 
they were going out of the gate he said: “Have it your own way. 
I can’t fight you. And I can’t get along without you—now.” But 
his voice and tones were rough, grudging, and he walked on 
quickly, without allowing her to reply. 
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Chapter III
Lenore Divine inserted her latch-key into the front door of 
the apartment-house1 in which she lodged. She shared a room 
with a friend, a Maori girl named Ngaire Ngatoro,2 who was 
secretary to a cabinet minister. She opened the door and 
turned round to Holly Virtue. “Good night, Holly,” she said. 
“Call for me to-morrow night at seven and we’ll decide things.” 
She did not wait even to kiss him good night, but slipped in 
quickly and closed the door upon him.
She ran up the narrow-carpeted stairs and along the spare 
passage to her room, which opened by French windows on 
to a balcony. On the hot summer and autumn nights she and 
Ngaire would lift their mattresses out on to the balcony and 
sleep there. As only young women were accommodated in 
the house this was permitted by the landlady. When Lenore 
entered her room the Maori girl was seated upon the side of 
the bed in her pyjamas, brushing her long, straight black hair 
with one hand and holding an open book in the other. She 
scarcely looked up from the page.
Lenore undressed and got into the bed on the opposite 
side. The two slept together in one big bed. “Come on, book-
worm,” she said. “I’ve got to be out early in the morning.”
“All right, I’m coming right now,” the other answered, but 
she still continued to sit and read, dabbing at her hair per-
functorily, so that Lenore, exasperated, grabbed the brush at 
last and whacked her on the head with it. She laughed, put the 
book down, turned off the light and jumped into bed. She was 
nearly asleep when Lenore said:
“I’m going to be married, Ngaire.”
The other woke up again—completely. “What!” she ex-
claimed. Then, “To whom? Surely not —Oh Len!—surely not 
to Holly?”
“Yes. To Holly.” Lenore’s voice was distinctly antagonistic. 
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Silence. Then the Maori girl spoke resignedly.
“So that’s that. I know you, so I’ll save my breath. And you 
know Holly. Lennie, you’ve no excuse. You’ve no excuse.”
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Chapter IV
A sense of baffled instincts still rowelled1 at Virtue’s humour 
when he entered the power-house2 at eight the following morn-
ing to take up his daily duty as electrical engineer. He wanted 
to marry Lenore Divine. And he didn’t want any new-fangled 
claptrap and nonsense about it. He wanted to marry her in 
the good old-fashioned way. He thought himself a cut above 
idiots like Osgood, who didn’t have sense enough to hang on 
to a good job when he had it, but must go about trying to turn 
the world upside down. Probably it was Lafe who had put this 
fool idea into Lennie’s head. Petulant anger against the girl 
flung him about on his heel from where he had been scru-
tinising the chart and he hurried to the engineer’s office and 
flung his crib-tin3 upon the table. Why, he knew half a dozen 
girls who would jump at the chance of marrying him. Lennie 
had a cheek—but he suddenly burned with shame. Even then 
he felt a sense of idiocy in comparing Lenore Divine with the 
ordinary jazz-girl4 about town. Lenore, so stately, so “clever,” 
as he inaptly expressed it, with her sleepy eyes and strange way 
of reading other peoples’ thoughts. His ideas fumbled about, 
shaping themselves into the same old knowledge that Lenore 
Divine must stoop to him, that he aspired to her.
He had hardly known a minute’s peace since meeting 
her, six months or more ago. It puzzled him to try to explain 
why, but he knew he hadn’t. She had certainly been prodigal 
enough with her love, but—she was, except in her most loving 
moods, always so away from him. He never could understand 
her, never could find patience with her bent for traducing the 
established, safe old ways of custom. Unless their conversa-
tion was restricted to trivialities, as it had lately tended to be-
come entirely, they could not be together half an hour without 
verging on a sickening coolness. And yet she talked for hours 
with Lafe, with others of his kind, quarrelled incessantly with 
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them, and all without a hint of coolness or bad feeling. In-
deed, their quarrels seemed but to give them a zest for each 
other’s company, to intensify the affinity between them.
He remembered that Lenore Divine had said she would 
keep on working when they were—when they were—damn 
it! What was a man to say—? When they were living togeth-
er, his thoughts finished savagely. That was something they 
could not hide, anyhow. Everyone would know that his wife 
was working, as though he couldn’t keep her. It was a man’s 
business to support his wife. He thought of the argument, the 
“row,” he expressed it to himself, he had had with Lafe once 
on that subject. Lafe had maintained that the mere fact of sex 
differentiation gave no woman the right to be a parasite on a 
man; unless she bore children she should have to keep her-
self; certainly she had the right to demand that she be allowed 
to support herself, under any circumstances, if she wished to 
do so. And he, Holly, had insisted vehemently, heatedly, that 
a man was a rotter who allowed his wife to work; and any-
how, what right had a woman to take the bread out of another 
man’s mouth when she had a man to keep her? Hadn’t this 
“woman’s rights” business lowered the man’s wages all round?5 
Hadn’t the competition of women in industry brought the 
man’s wage down to mere subsistence point? And Lafe had 
admitted that such was the case to a certain extent, but had 
modified his admission by pointing out that the position was 
unavoidable, essential to the development of industry. Indus-
trialism had demanded the entrance of women into its arena, 
and therefore it was ridiculous to contend that a woman did 
not have the right to do, or shouldn’t do, the thing which so-
ciety demanded of her in no uncertain voice.
“You’ve no right to dictate to a woman what she should 
do or what she shouldn’t do,” Lafe had vigorously asserted. 
“You’ve only a right, and a duty, if you only had sense enough 
to know it, to look for the reason, the cause, of woman’s precip-
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itation into industry, into the professions. Of course woman’s 
competition will lower the man’s wages, because by working 
herself she removes the reason for his former bigger wages. 
What was it that determined a man’s wage? The cost of living. 
He had to be allowed sufficient of the product of his labour to 
enable him to maintain his bodily strength and to reproduce 
his kind. In other words, he had to be able to marry, to keep 
a woman while she bore his children. But industrialism has 
reached the point now where machinery is rapidly displacing 
man’s labour; competition in the world’s markets is so keen 
that the cost of production must be squeezed without mercy,6 
and, since the only thing which animates production is the 
life-blood of the worker, it is that which must be squeezed 
drop by drop out of his veins. Every necessary improvement 
of machinery displaces labour, makes keener the competition 
among the workers for a job, renders unnecessary the former 
demand on workers for large families, reduces wages until 
they are forced below the subsistence point for a family, forc-
es a man’s wife, his daughters, into industry to press the but-
ton or pull the lever which now does the work of half a dozen 
men; does anything at all, it seems, but supply the incentive 
to think to chumps like you, Virtue.”
And Lennie had agreed with the man. When he, Holly, had 
turned to her for her opinion, thinking that surely for once 
she would agree with him, she had said briefly: “Lafe’s right.”
Hurt to silence, he had sat apart until Lenore Divine, sorry, 
said: “It’s the machine, Holly, that controls us all. The condi-
tions around us are brought about by the working out of in-
exorable laws governing production.”
A sharp ting-a-ling made him jump. He hurried down-
stairs to the separate plant installed below for railway sig-
nals. The bell had told him of the failure of the motor gen-
erator, for some reason or other, and he made haste to get 
the steam-set stand-by7 started. All serene again, he walked 
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into the boiler-house. Two engineers were in control during 
the day shift—one during the afternoon shift and one dur-
ing the night shift. He talked to his mate, Jock Letharly, for 
a few minutes as they stood watching the greasers clean an 
idle boiler, then dropped down the ladder to the fires which 
roared and crackled, insatiate for the black diamonds8 they 
transmuted into power.
Virtue stood aside and watched the firemen succour 
first one and then the other. The clang of the iron doors, 
the measured movements of the tender so methodically ef-
ficient, soothed his jagged humour somewhat. This was his 
world; these great iron and steel buttresses of industry with 
their ravening appetites were his familiars, these black-faced, 
grimy sons of toil he understood; that steady-eyed, grizzled 
old Letharly up there was his friend. The machine, Lennie had 
said, controlled the world. Was she right? A world without 
machinery. That point somehow set him thinking. He un-
derstood machinery; he could think in terms of machinery 
much easier than otherwise. By God! He believed she was 
right. What a deadly old Wellington there would be without 
these boilers here, those turbines upstairs, generating electric-
ity. Yes, Lennie was right there. But this other business—that 
was a bit over the odds. He would have to make up his mind 
before the evening, anyhow. He fussed about from one room 
to another, trying to think up arguments that would influ-
ence Lenore Divine. At lunch-time he ate his meal walking 
about, worrying. Letharly tranquilly occupied a chair in their 
office. By and by he called out: “Say! Met your friend Osgood 
this morning as I came along. On his way to work. He’s been 
putting out some pretty hot stuff in his paper lately, they tell 
me. He won’t last long at that game.”9
Holly Virtue walked over to the office and leaned against 
the door.
“He’s not my friend,” he growled. “At least, not particularly.”
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Letharly looked up, surprised. “Thought he was a mate of 
yours. You’re always together.”
“He’s more a friend of—of—  I say old chap, I’m going to 
be married.” The young fellow felt a vast relief. The matter was 
settled now. And he felt suddenly that it had been settled be-
fore he had heard of it, settled by Lenore Divine. He might 
just as well have accepted it at once and saved himself all the 
bother and worry. He had certainly not meant to tell Letharly, 
but he was glad, now, of the impulse.
“Oh,” was all Letharly said, “I suppose the young lady is 
Miss Divine.”
“Yes,” answered Holly, and crossed over to the board to 
take the reading of the circuits.
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Chapter V
Lenore Divine waited that evening at the street door of her 
paper’s offices for Lafe Osgood. He almost dropped down the 
stairs in his hurricane way, whistling “The Sneak.”1
“Hallo, Len!” He stopped beside her.
“Have dinner with Ngaire and me, Lafe?” said Lenore.
“Why?” he asked. Then, before she could open her lips: 
“Righto! Come on. Where do we meet Ngaire?”
“At the Rialto.”2
They caught a car3 up-town without another word. When 
they were seated Lenore said: “You’ll have to cut out the 
sort of stuff you sent for to-night’s supplement. J. C. was as 
mad as a hatter about it. He hacked it about dreadfully. For 
goodness’ sake try and understand that your job is only the 
means of supplying your bread and butter, not an avenue for 
propagating your particular brand of ideas. Really, Lafe, if 
you weren’t so reliable, so almost indispensable to the rag, 
you would have been fired long ago. To-day J. C. asked me 
if I thought I could manage the literary page. I told him yes, 
in a fashion, but that I considered you to be absolutely the 
best thing procurable in that line. You know what that means. 
He said impatiently that he fully appreciated your ability, but 
that he would be compelled to get rid of you whether or no if 
you couldn’t keep your personal ideas out of your work; that 
the paper was started and financed for the very purpose of 
allaying the unrest that you were trying to foment4 by your 
reviews—”
Osgood stood up to give a woman his seat, clutched a strap, 
and leaned down to the girl. “What do you expect me to do? 
Neglect an opportunity for propaganda for the sake of hold-
ing a job? When I get down to that, girl—”
She interrupted, standing up beside him. “I do it, Lafe. I’m 
in the same box as you. I’ve got to get a living—”
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“Do you think I respect you for it? Get out and scrub floors 
or wash for a living. So long as you live clean, what does it 
matter?”
The car stopped at their destination and they got out.
“You’re a fool! An idiot!” the girl declared as they stood be-
fore the Rialto waiting for Ngaire. “Why should I scrub floors 
or wash and live in poverty, starved for the companionship 
I crave, the good things I love, when I can have them by just 
being sensible? If I didn’t do the work I’m doing, some other 
woman would. Would I have more opportunity, as much lei-
sure, for propaganda and study as a waitress, say, as I have 
now? Would my opinion count for as much?”
“You would have a clear conscience,” he asserted.
“Yes, and a dirty little room to live in—dirty hands, cheap 
food and cheap clothes, and an aching back. My conscience is 
quite clear, you can rest assured. When you get fired, what will 
you do for a living, eh?”
“Anything I can get to do.”
“You’ve never done a hard day’s work in your life—though 
you ought to be able to do it right enough, with those shoul-
ders. And what about Alle? You ought to know Alle’s type, 
Lafe. I suppose you intend to marry her some time, don’t you?”
He became moody. “I don’t know. I know her type right 
enough. At least—do you really think Alle would mind if I 
were fired, Len? I mean, do you think it would make any real 
difference if I had to take on hard work? Wouldn’t she stick?” 
He anxiously awaited her reply. For all his bullying way with 
her, it could be easily seen that she counted for a good deal in 
things. “You know,” he added, “I’ve thought sometimes that 
Alle would come up to scratch if necessity arose. You never 
can tell with those—those dainty little women.”
Lenore Divine looked him straight in the eyes. “I wouldn’t 
risk it, Lafe, dear boy, if I were you. Avoid the necessity.”
He lapsed into a dark mood at once. His thin upper lip 
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grew tight against the full lower one. “Well, if she doesn’t, she 
can go to hell,” he said savagely.
“You don’t mean that, Lafe,” said Lenore serenely. “If she 
didn’t, it is you who would most likely go to hell. Alle would 
merely flutter her butterfly wings to another flower—one cup-
ping more honey. Be sensible, Lafe.”
“You’re a cruel little devil.” He eyed her morosely. “But 
you’re right, all the same. She’s just a butterfly. It’s the way she’s 
made. No sense in blaming her for it.”
“None whatever. But here is Ngaire.”
The Maori girl descended from a car and came towards 
them quickly. Lafe Osgood lifted his cap without speaking, 
and Ngaire smiled at Lenore. “Lafe’s in his usual bad temper, I 
see. Been slating him, Len?”
“I’m starved,” Lenore said. “You’re awfully late.”
Osgood led the way into the restaurant. When they were 
seated Ngaire said: “Well, did you tell Lennie what you thought 
of her, Lafe?”
“What d’ye mean?” he asked surlily. “Lennie knows what I 
think of her.”
The Maori girl laughed. Such a soft, throaty trill it was, 
akin to the love-notes of the tui.5 “I meant, did you congratu-
late her on her forthcoming marriage to Holly Virtue?”
“What!” Osgood sat up straight. “Marry Virtue? Lennie! 
Like hell she will—or, rather, won’t.” He glared at the girl. She 
faced him with her decided chin tip-tilted as usual, her deep 
brown eyes glinting sleepily through heavy lids. Waving, dark 
brown hair was piled high on top of her head; her usually pale 
face was flushed with warmth; her chastely-fashioned mouth 
was slightly open, disclosing a glimpse of a perfect set of natu-
ral teeth—a rare sight in New Zealand. She took on a slightly 
disdainful air at Osgood’s words.
“Oh, and since when have you been my self-appointed 
guardian?” she asked derisively.
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Osgood turned to Ngaire beside him. “Does she intend to 
marry Virtue?”
Ngaire shrugged her slim shoulders. “So she informed me 
last night,” she said.
Osgood devoted himself to his soup. Now and again he 
grunted angrily. The two girls ate hungrily, Ngaire now and 
again passing some remark about her day’s work or her em-
ployer. By and by Lafe declared, without raising his eyes from 
his plate: “You ought to be marrying me; not that chump.”
Lenore answered: “Yes, that is so. Unfortunately we did not 
fall in love, Lafe.”
The man relapsed into silence again, unheeding the soft 
chatter of Ngaire and Lenore’s quiet answers. He examined the 
two of them. Ngaire Ngatoro was beautiful, he thought—like 
a sweet bird of the wild. He knew she had plenty of money, or, 
rather, her people had.6 She had been educated in Wellington, 
however, and had preferred working in town to a life on the 
big station in the Waikato,7 owned by her father. Her black 
hair, sleek as silk, was piled high like Lenore’s. Her eyes were 
almost too large, and swam in liquid softness. Her nose was a 
trifle flattened, certainly, and her lips too full, but her wonder-
fully tinted skin, sheer golden, real Polynesian, made up for 
these defects.8 The whole effect was beautiful. Osgood’s glance 
shifted to Lenore Divine. Not beautiful, he thought—
“You are certainly right, Lafe,” said Lenore, smiling at him. 
“I am not beautiful, and Ngaire is, is all that you have been 
thinking.”
The man started, then laughed in his unexpectedly charm-
ing way, almost as softly as Ngaire. “Oh, you and your thought-
reading!” he said. “Hanged if I can accustom myself to it. It’s 
too jolly uncanny for me.”
“It’s useful sometimes,” said Lenore. She smiled at them 
both. “See how easy it is for me to pick my friends, and what I 
can learn. I much prefer to read your thoughts to listening to 
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your words, Lafe. Your thoughts are always good, and some-
times beautiful, as just now; but your language is often crude 
and rough.”
Osgood drank up the remainder of his coffee. The girls 
were ready to go. He adjusted their furs (the air was still a bit 
chill), and led the way out.
Lenore Divine26
Chapter VI
So Holly Virtue and Lenore Divine installed themselves in 
a two-roomed flat upon the Terrace one evening and an-
nounced to their friends that they had been married. A shade 
of grudging bitterness still lingered in the man’s mind over the 
affair’s incompleteness, its, to him, “shady” aspect; an accen-
tuated impatience marked his almost daily association with 
the girl’s chosen companions, especially evident in regard to 
Lafe, without whom, he complained, Lenore Divine seemed 
unable to get along for twelve hours together.
“Don’t quarrel with me over my friends, Holly boy,” she 
cautioned him. “Quarrel with them as much as you like; I 
don’t ask you to like them; I don’t like some of them myself; 
but don’t quarrel with me about them. If it is impossible for 
you to accommodate yourself to them, leave them alone.”
“How can I do that when you are eternally hobnobbing 
with them? One night it’s the Labour Party; another night the 
Progressive League,1 the next evening some other damn Bol-
shevistic thing. And all the time the lot of you do nothing but 
fight—fight—fight.” Lenore laughed merrily. “It’s all very well 
for you to laugh, but, if Osgood bullies you again as he did to-
night at Laird’s, I’ll punch his big head for him.”
Lenore grew serious. “My dear Holly,” she said slowly, “if 
you ever make a fool of yourself and of me by any such exhibi-
tion of stupidity before or towards my friends, I will never for-
give you. Lafe’s bullying, as you call it, is his normal method of 
expression. He’s the best fellow in the world and my friend. You 
must try and not be so jealous and selfish. I make no demands 
on you as regards your friends. Keep your hands off mine.”
“Jealous! Selfish! I like that. Lafe’s the best fellow in the 
world and your best friend. I’m selfish and jealous and only 
your—no, by God! Not even your husband.”
He flung the boot he had just taken off beneath the bed, 
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and did not see the flare of anger, of contempt, leap like a 
flame into the woman’s eyes. It died away again, and she said 
patiently: “The trouble is, dear, that you don’t know anything 
of—of history. You attach too much importance to formal 
ceremonial, to conventionality. You think you are not my hus-
band because we have not had a few official words said over 
us. I believe that true marriage consists in the union of a man 
and a woman between whom there is mutual love. To you, I 
am only a woman with whom you are living. To me, you are 
my husband, because we love each other. Do not think, Holly, 
that if I were your legal wife, as well as your legitimate love-
mate, that I would be more subservient to you, more thought-
ful of you, more devoted, or more truly your wife in any sense 
than I am now.”
He sat quietly for a minute, then said: “Then why do you 
wish to marry me ever? You said you wished us to marry if we 
hit it off well enough.”
“For children, Holly, for children and my protection under 
the law. Oh, yes, I’m coldblooded if you like. You know that 
I could not possibly work and keep myself if I bore children. 
Then where would I and my children be if anything happened 
to you at work? Any accident? In Queer Street,2 sure enough. 
We must protect ourselves. Expediency, Holly boy, drives 
where reason contemns. Now, dear”—she pushed him into a 
low chair and sat upon his knee—“now, dear, I am going to ask 
you to do something that will benefit you immensely and will 
make for our lasting happiness more than anything else possi-
bly could. Will you read the books I give you and discuss them 
with me? You must have a capacity for study or you would nev-
er have passed your exams. Don’t come with me to these fool 
meetings so much; I’ll cut some of them anyhow; stay home 
and read, and then we’ll discuss the subject matter together.”
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Chapter VII
The metamorphosis which took place in Holly Virtue dur-
ing the next twelve months was disconcerting in the extreme 
to Lenore Divine. She complained to Lafe that she wished to 
goodness she had never mentioned books to Holly; but how 
could she have anticipated such a change?
“You couldn’t be satisfied, could you?” said Lafe in his brutal 
way. “The man’s honest. He was always a fool, and you knew it. 
He was a fool when he knew nothing, and, since he’s the same 
man, he’ll be a fool now that he’s got a little knowledge. Nice 
mess you’ve made of things. Can’t you shut him up?”
“We have reversed roles, Lafe,” said Lenore. “It’s funny to 
hear you talk like that.”
“No, it isn’t. If Virtue did a grain of good, I wouldn’t be talk-
ing like this. But he only makes a fool of himself and arouses 
prejudice unnecessarily.”
“It’s extraordinary, the change in him. Imagine Holly ha-
ranguing the wharfies from the soap-box.1 And I have no 
influence with him at all now. If I speak of moderation or 
expediency, he accuses me of cowardice—” Lenore Divine 
stopped, unwilling to tell even Lafe of the extent to which 
Holly Virtue had changed.
Twelve months before this girl had deprecated the “old-
fashioned” ideas of the man, especially as regarded the rela-
tionship the two had assumed. She had persuaded him within 
the covers of her precious books, the contents of which she 
was herself so “safe” to handle, and, out of regard for her 
wishes merely, Holly Virtue had undertaken to study them. 
The spoken word of Lenore and of Lafe had made little or no 
impression on him, and, because of this, Lenore had scarcely 
dared to hope for assimilation by him of the message upon 
the printed page. But to some people—to most people, in-
deed—the printer’s ink alone ensures conviction, and Holly 
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Virtue was of them. That he had changed in the course of a 
few months from a Holly Virtue devoted to the safe old ways 
of convention, intolerant of even moderate reform, to a man 
full to overflowing with the world’s upset, more intolerant 
even of what he described in his newly-acquired jargon as 
the “static”2 than he had formerly been of progress, had not 
brought to Lenore the satisfaction she had expected. Not now 
did he cherish a grudge against the incompleteness of their 
union; never now did he fulminate against the “fight—fight—
fight” of Lenore’s friends. Now he complained bitterly of the 
“half-heartedness” of the working-class movement; of the 
leaders’ cowardice in refusing to defy the law which forbade 
soap-box agitation; of the lack of “fundamental knowledge,” 
of “scientific principles,” among those who professed revolu-
tionary sentiment. Not only did he now never request that 
Lenore allow their union to be legalised, but quarrelled with 
her for refusing to make public the fact that they had been big 
enough to defy bourgeois convention.
“Can’t you see,” Lenore said impatiently, “that the immedi-
ate result would be that we would both be sacked? How would 
we live then?”
“I am prepared to take the sack for my principles any day,” 
he contended eagerly. “I should drop into the ranks of un-
skilled labour, that’s all. You would not be able to live as com-
fortably as you do now, but you’d have more time to work for 
the movement.”
“My work for the movement is efficacious enough to suit 
me now,” said Lenore sharply. “You chump! No one would 
dare to recognise me, once I openly did a thing like this on 
principle, because I believed it to be right. They wouldn’t 
mind so long as I did it like a thief and a sneak, believing it 
to be wrong and myself a sinner. They would just ignore it, 
because it would give their mischievous tongues something 
to wag about; but when I do it on principle, when I attack the 
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system in which they cowardly acquiesce, they would never 
forgive me, as that sort of thing amounts to a reflection on 
their own conduct. No, my dear; understand once and for all 
that this is my business. You breathe a word and I’ll leave you.”
She was a trifle mortified to find that her threat did not 
make much impression on Holly. He merely rolled a ciga-
rette without answering. Thinking about it afterwards, she 
wondered whether he were getting tired of her already. On 
analysing her own feelings, she found that the thought did 
not strike terror to her heart. In fact, this new Holly was not 
nearly so pleasing to her as the old one had been. She liked 
to discuss the philosophy of the movement in which she was 
interested; she liked to go among the “Reds”,3 as they were 
called, but she didn’t want to have the “slave” philosophy4 
dinned into her ears morning, noon, and night—breakfast, 
dinner, and tea. She liked to go to the moving pictures oc-
casionally, to the theatre; to get away from her work-a-day 
world, to places where Holly had used to coax her as often 
as she would yield; but Holly now would keep up a running 
fire of criticism of both screen and play from the proletar-
ian viewpoint. He would talk quite loudly, too, in all sorts of 
places, and engage in conversation and arguments with all 
sorts of people, questionable characters and otherwise, un-
til Lenore would become so exasperated at the nuisance he 
made of himself that she would leave him and go off alone. 
And it exasperated her to find that he made no objection to 
this—that he scarcely ever noticed, in fact. And, whereas be-
fore their union he had exalted her, had bowed humbly be-
fore her superior intellect and knowledge, now that he had 
learned a smattering of the sciences she had at her finger-tips 
because of many years’ hard study, he had not only lowered 
her from her pedestal, but presumed to a superior attitude, 
resenting like a sulky child her correction of his half-assimi-
lated, incoherent talk.
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Lenore was expecting his dismissal from his employ-
ment any day at this time, twelve months after he had begun 
to study. Of his old friends, Jock Letharly was the only one 
who had stuck to him. In place of these he had contracted 
all sorts of freakish intimacies. “Down-and-outers”5 off the 
wharf, crazy enthusiasts like himself in various employ. And 
of late he had gone down to the post office square on his day 
off, and harangued the crowd of idlers off the wharves. Lafe 
Osgood, well-balanced and strong as his ideas were scientifi-
cally sound, had succeeded in persuading Holly not to do this 
again. For Lenore’s sake only. Street-speaking without a per-
mit6 was a criminal offence in the southern isles of the free. 
Lafe really considered, as he told Lenore, that arrest might 
brace the man up a bit.
“He’s crazy now,” he said once, “but that is not to say that 
he’ll always be so. I’ve seen a grain of sense cropping up in 
him lately. A spell in the clink might do him good.”
“But what about me? J. C. is looking very funny at me now, 
and his wife passed me in the street one day with a cool nod. 
If we both get the sack I shall be in a nice fix. You tell him to 
cut it out. He’ll do anything you tell him if you’re emphatic 
enough about it.”
The nuisance Osgood had formerly been to Holly, the lat-
ter was now to Lafe. On the pedestal from which in some un-
accountable way he had deposed Lenore, Holly had erected 
the big dark man. He deferred to him, though with much ar-
gumentation, in all things. Osgood seldom spoke a civil word 
to him, though latterly he had been displaying a curious lik-
ing and partiality for him, which amazed Lenore. Though he 
might, and did, curse Virtue for his “half-baked twaddle,” he 
did at least at the same time deign now to explain patiently 
and advise.
But worst of all, from Lenore’s point of view, was the drink 
habit Holly was contracting. She had suspected him of this 
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before their union. Latterly he had several times come home 
at night smelling disgustingly of spirits, and at Lenore’s re-
monstrations had laughed. She had locked her bedroom door 
on each occasion, but he had merely laughed at that also, 
asked her to throw him out a rug, and then curled up on the 
sofa comfortably. On these occasions chagrin would refuse 
her sleep, but he would rest profoundly and audibly.
She began to think of separation. Not seriously, but as 
something quite possible. How glad she was of her presci-
ence now. Not that she did not still love Holly, or that they did 
not yet have many happy hours together. She was even proud 
of him in a way—of his honesty, especially; but the disgust 
which overcame her whenever he came home smelling of 
spirits told her only too well that her love would quickly take 
wing if he persisted in indulging in the vice of drinking. Her 
pride and personal cleanliness would refuse intimacy with 
a drinker, anyhow, even if the winging of her love did not 
demand it.
“Do you know that Holly is drinking?” she asked Lafe once.
“Yes,” he answered, looking at her thoughtfully. Then, after 
a while, as she made no further remark; “You know, girl, it’s 
almost a biological necessity for a man of Virtue’s type to get 
drunk once in a while. It’s nothing for you to worry or get 
annoyed about. He’s all nerves and enthusiasm. Do you re-
member how bad-tempered he used to be? One never hears a 
cuss-word out of him now. Because his life is full of interests, 
of enthusiasms. He thinks he’s full of enthusiasm to forward 
the movement, but he’s really just crazy over ending an outlet 
for his superabundant vitality. A bit of dope7 now and again 
won’t do him any harm.”
“One could adduce that argument as excuse for any kind 
of vice,” protested Lenore impatiently. “The drink habit is not 
one that stands still. It will grow on Holly until he is domi-
nated by it.”
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“Is he unpleasant when he’s under its influence?” asked 
Lafe.
“Not according to general standards, but to mine, yes. The 
smell of spirits is nauseating to me. Disgust overpowers me so 
that I hate him. But Ngaire likes him better, she declares, when 
he has had a drink or two. He has always a charming manner 
with women, as you know, but drink makes his manner still 
more genial and fascinating. Of course he has never been re-
ally drunk. If he comes home really drunk I shall leave him.”
“Yes, I suppose you will,” grunted Lafe sourly. “Sure thing 
you’d leave a man just when he’s beginning to need you. So 
long as a man can stand on his own feet and minister to your 
comfort and pleasure he’s all right. So long as he’s a lickspit-
tle,8 to be led by the nose anywhere you like, he’s a fit mate for 
you. But let him develop an ordinary, common, old garden 
variety sort of vice or two and your high-and-mightiness will 
‘leave him.’ You wouldn’t think of loving him all the more, of 
making him love you all the more, so that his vice will appear 
as nothing beside his love for you and enable him to conquer 
it. You ‘intellectual’ women are no good to a man like Virtue. 
He’s all fire and passion and nerves. If the truth were known, 
I’ll bet you can think yourself lucky he’s kept away from the—”
“Lafe!” Lenore Divine had risen. She was white to the lips. 
“Lafe! You have dared too much. You are impudent—impu-
dent—and coarse.” She covered her face with her hands.
“I’m not coarse. Nor impudent either. I’m talking truth, 
and talking it for your own good. You’re a great kid, Len, but I 
think you’re letting your life go to the devil because you’re not 
free enough, not understanding enough of Virtue, nor of the 
part sex plays in our lives. I’ll bet sex plays very little part in 
your life.9 Now, does it?”
She gave a little shiver, and the man swore. “Do you want 
me to despise you?” he demanded. “Do you want me to tell 
you that you’re a narrow creature of vicious instincts? For 
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that’s what you are if you can’t discuss the plain happenings 
of your daily life with a man of my type; if you can’t, with 
your knowledge, detach plain physiological facts from pruri-
ency.10 The low type of woman might be excused for such an 
attitude, though one would condemn her for it, but in you—. 
Sit down and talk.”
Lenore Divine dropped into a chair, plainly agitated. 
“What’s the use of discussing things of that kind? You can’t 
help me there.”
“How do you know? Answer me this.”
He asked her a few leading questions and reflected on her 
answers. Then he said: “Well, old girl, you’ll have a hard row 
to hoe unless you can develop a capacity for meeting Holly on 
his own ground. It’s you he wants.” Lafe drew his chair close 
up to her. “Now I’ll have a talk to Virtue. A real old fatherly 
talk, and, if he responds and you are sensible, I’ll bet the booze 
will cut no figure at all with him. You should be a very loving 
woman, I judge. You really do understand how beautiful mar-
ried love should be, don’t you?”
“Yes. If Holly would only be helpful. You know I did try to 
speak—tenderly and chastely—at first, Lafe, but he thought I 
was coarse.” Her face burned at the remembrance.
“Damn him! I’ll knock his monkey head off.” Osgood rose 
violently, but Lenore pulled him back.
“But that was long ago, Lafe—before he learned that wom-
en were human beings. All the same, I wouldn’t risk another 
rebuff. I don’t love him as I used, Lafe.”
“I could understand if you didn’t love him at all. You have 
excuse for hatred. Why don’t you fool women respect your-
selves—stand on your dignity, and say positively that your em-
braces are only for men who are men and not things in man’s 
clothing? Ignorance is no excuse, Lenore. How dare a man 
marry in ignorance of fundamental laws. How dare a man take, 
take, take from a woman all the time and give her nothing?”
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“Don’t get excited, Lafe, dear boy. I wish all the men were 
like you. But never mind me any more. How is Alle? I haven’t 
seen her lately.”
“She’s all right,” he answered. “I want to get married, but the 
little devil insists on a church wedding, and I won’t stand for it.”
He rose and paced about the room. It was early evening. 
Holly was on afternoon shift.
“I’m afraid you’ll have to, if you want to marry Alle,” said 
Lenore sensibly. “You know how obstinate she is, Lafe, and 
how fond of show.”
“Obstinate as a mule, and selfish and stupid. She needs a 
good smacking, and she’ll get it one of these days.”
Lenore laughed merrily. “She sure will, from you, Lafe. 
What does it matter, anyhow? It won’t hurt you, and it’ll give 
her a lot of pleasure. I am glad you have been sensible enough 
to stick to your job, anyhow.”
“I’m doing quite a lot of educational work in other ways.” 
The man spoke with a trace of embarrassment, and Lenore’s 
eyes twinkled at him.
“Don’t apologise, Lafe. I really do think it sensible of you; 
for you never did any real good with your veiled reviews; but 
by holding your job you have time to study and teach. You can 
only achieve something real by teaching, slowly and labori-
ously, as you do at your class. If Holly ever does develop sense, 
it will be purely owing to your class work. He hates this shift 
because he can’t attend.”
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Chapter VIII
Well enough, Lafe’s friendly interferings, and appreciated 
even by Holly. The young couple grew much closer together, 
more intimate and understanding because of it, but never-
theless the flower of their love did not blossom forth again, 
and Lenore knew she had been cheated, through ignorance 
on the man’s part, of the raptures and transports which mar-
riage should bring to lovers. And Holly, understanding now 
to a certain extent, cursed the foul lack and convention in 
society which had denied him his right scientific instruction 
in matters of sex.
Much they gained through Lafe’s friendly interferings, but 
Holly’s abstinence from alcohol was not of the piece. It was 
of no great importance to Holly as yet. He had been used to 
drinking from the years of early youth, and it held no terrors 
for him. Neither could he really understand Lenore’s horror 
of it. He was not fine enough to be impressed by subtleties of 
sentiment and delicate shades of feeling. He knew that most 
girls, quite “nice” girls, “spotted”1 themselves, nowadays, and 
he had never before met a girl who shuddered at the mere 
smell of spirits or beer.
“It wasn’t as though I got drunk,” he argued. “I admit you’d 
have something to complain of if I came home drunk. But I be-
have myself. You want to make a mollycoddle2 of me, that’s all.”
“Don’t be silly. Is Lafe a mollycoddle?”
Holly had to laugh at that; at the notion of Lafe being a 
mollycoddle. And the laugh, more than anything else could 
have done, interpreted the difference between the old Holly 
and the new.
“You’ve got me there,” he said whimsically, but then took 
up his argumentative tone. “But you can’t compare me with 
Lafe. You can’t sensibly make comparisons between any two 
men. Lafe never has the slightest desire for a drink. He dis-
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likes it. I love it. But I don’t make a beast of myself. I seldom 
have more than a couple of drinks.”
Lenore said: “Holly, there are certain things which are vic-
es—”
“Who said so?” he interrupted.
“There are certain things which have been proved by expe-
rience to be injurious to the human organism. Let us go back 
to the earliest phases of mankind’s existence. You know how, 
between all the members of the earliest communistic fam-
ily, unrestricted intercourse prevailed. Parents and children, 
brother and sister, cohabited. What we call incest was then 
right and moral. Why did mankind invent incest?3 Why did 
the practice of intercourse between blood relations die out. 
Simply because it was found to breed a poor and degenerate 
race. The practice was injurious to the human organism. It 
became a vice. Then as mankind progressed, and develop-
ing social life made even stronger demands on the sex life of 
the people, it was found that promiscuous and unrestricted 
intercourse even between unallied units was injurious be-
cause of the disease it induced, because of its devitalising ef-
fect on the unit and through him on the race, and therefore 
promiscuous and unrestricted sexual life assumed the aspect 
of a vice. Rightly so. Oh yes, I know all about the economic 
aspect. I know these things sometimes work themselves out 
in devious and strange ways, but work themselves out they 
do. Just so with the vice to which you are becoming addicted. 
Experience has proved that alcohol is injurious to the human 
organism; science has proved that it is a poison, therefore 
addiction to it is a vice.”
This discussion occurred while the two were at break-
fast one Sunday morning. Lenore, very earnest, allowed her 
breakfast to cool unheeded. Holly had eaten his ham and eggs 
and was sipping his tea, his cup supported by both hands, his 
elbows upon the table. He eyed the girl critically over his cup.
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“You don’t happen to be addicted to any sort of vice your-
self, Len?” he asked casually.
“Do you think I am?”
“Well—” Holly put down his cup and rose. “There are vices 
of the mind as well as of the body, in my humble opinion. To 
be ungenerous, hard, to demand of all others adherence to 
the same standard of morals, irrespective of temperament, as 
oneself, appears to me to be vicious and opposed to the good 
of the race. You know what Lafe said when I talked to him 
about your objection to my having a spot? He said: ‘Women 
like to think their judgments on their men are founded on 
morality. They pretend they’re very virtuous, but the fact is 
they’re only jealous. They hate a man to have a thought or 
a desire for anything but themselves.’ Damn funny, I think.” 
Holly grinned and went into the bedroom for his cap. He 
shortly emerged, whistling cheerily, and with a “So-long, 
Len,” went off.
Lenore was baffled. She sat at the table wondering—think-
ing of what Lafe had said. Was there any truth in it? Not in 
her case surely, for the smell of liquor was disgusting to her 
on anyone. There might be something in Holly’s remarks 
about vice, though. After all, had she the right to coerce Holly 
in this matter—so long, of course, as he was “decent”? She 
decided that she had. Yes, she had the right, because of the 
type of man Holly was. He was not the sort of man who could 
drink with impunity, not the type with which the drink habit 
would stand still. However . . . she rose from the table reso-
lutely. No more recrimination. Here was the finish so far as 
she was concerned. Holly might drink to excess or he might 
not. In the latter case, well and good. In the former, good-
bye to her. She was seriously annoyed with Lafe. He need not 
have encouraged Holly, anyhow.
She walked out on to the balcony. She had two nice rooms; 
upstairs front rooms facing the Bay and both opening on to 
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the balcony. She paid two pounds ten a week4 as rental for 
them; not at all an exorbitant rent for two rooms on the Ter-
race in Wellington, where a third of one’s salary is usually de-
manded as rent.
The morning was lovely. The beauty of wooded hill and 
sea and sky, and of the red roofs below was enthralling. And, 
as she stood drinking in the salt air and the sunny serenity of 
the morn, the church bells pealed. From all parts of the drow-
sy city they flung their silver tones up to her, and the weird, 
plaintive calls of the gulls swooping and tumbling in their 
hundreds about the wharves intermingled with the chimes. 
How petty and futile her domestic wrangling seemed to the 
girl, her upset all soothed away by the kiss of the ozone.
“Five days ago winter plagued us; now here is spring. Come 
overnight,” she thought aloud. “Why, here is Ngaire; so early.” 
She called a tuneful “Ho-ho” to the Maori woman ascending 
the steep path to the gate, and ran indoors to tidy up.
Ngaire Ngatoro entered very shortly. She was dressed en-
tirely in white flannel, and looked pretty enough to gladden 
the heart of the beholder. Lenore kissed her enthusiastically, 
exclaiming softly at her beauty.
“You wonderful girl of the south! Ngaire! Ngaire! Your race 
is so beautiful, and you are its finest specimen. I am proud to 
belong to the country that produced a girl like you. Are there 
many of your race so lovely as you, Ngaire? You know that I 
have known few of you.”
Ngaire’s white teeth, so strong that she could chew mutton-
bones, flashed in a brilliant smile.5
“Len, you are incorrigible. There are many Maori girls like 
me.” She removed her hat and ruffled her sleek hair before the 
mirror above the sideboard. “I wish you could see some of 
the half-caste girls on the station, and some of the men. You 
must come home with me at Christmas. I should love you 
to meet Kowhatu, Len. You won’t think me beautiful when 
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you’ve seen Kowhatu. He’s—he’s just perfectly beautiful. My 
dad is handsome, too.”
“You love your family, don’t you, Ngaire. I haven’t any. How 
old is Kowhatu?”
“Twenty-six. He can do almost anything—in the way of 
station work, I mean—and do it better than anyone else. He is 
the champion shearer of the North Island. He did three hun-
dred and fifty in one day last year—a record.6 He can ride any-
thing, and is a first-class hand at mustering; he can swim like 
a fish, and captains the district Rugby team.7 He dances—oh, 
dancing isn’t the name for it! And he is as big a bookworm as I 
am. And he sings beautifully, too, and plays the violin. I nearly 
forgot that.” Pride in this wonderful brother of hers caused the 
girl’s face to glow, but Lenore laughed.
“He must be frightfully conceited and spoilt, Ngaire, with 
all those accomplishments and capabilities. I’m afraid he’d 
look down on poor me.”
“Don’t be horrid, Len. Wait till you meet him. Conceited? 
He’s the shyest boy, but awfully humorous.” She laughed, caught 
Lenore round the waist and waltzed her around the room. “The 
only thing I dislike about my life here is that he is absent. I’ve 
tried to persuade him again and again to come and live with 
me, for a while, anyway, but he won’t leave the station.”
“You come of chieftain’s blood, don’t you? Come, stop this 
silly gyration and let’s sit out on the balcony.” Lenore carried 
a light cane chair outside, and Ngaire followed with a stool. 
“You come of chieftain’s blood, don’t you?”
“Yes, on both Father’s and Mother’s side, but Mother’s side 
ranked highest. You know, Len, in our race pride of position by 
birth belongs to women equally with men. Father was the son 
of a chieftain of a sub-tribe, but Mother’s blood was that of the 
great chiefs, the Ariki.8 Her father was the eldest son of an eld-
est son of an eldest son as far back as possible. If the whites had 
not come to New Zealand,9 Mother would have lived apart in 
Chapter VIII 41
her own house with her own servants, in a carved house sur-
rounded with three rows of palisading like a fort. Her servant 
who cooked the food would give it to a higher servant and that 
one to a superior, and so on until a maid of honour handed it 
to my noble mother. My grandfather on my mother’s side was 
killed by the whites at the time when the Waikato tribes swept 
over the Taranaki country.10 He was a fairly old man when he 
was killed, My great-grandfather on Dad’s side fought with 
Te Rauparaha11 right till the end of the trouble was brought 
about by Sir George Grey. A great warrior was Te Rauparaha. 
My great-grandfather crossed Cook’s Straights12 with him the 
time they burned the Kaiapohia Pa,13 near Christchurch.” The 
Maori girl’s eyes flashed with pride in her great ancestry. “But 
Mother’s people had most of their lands in the Waikato con-
fiscated14 by the whites when the Maoris were defeated after 
opposing the advance of General Cameron into their territory 
with his ten thousand troops in 1864.”
“Your people suffered much injustice and cruelty at our 
hands, Ngaire, and still do.”15 Lenore’s tone was warm with 
indignation. “But it is always so, the advance of civilisation. 
A lot of the trouble in the case of your race was caused by 
the fact that the whites had no conception of the customs of 
your race and vice versa. The Maori, living under commu-
nism as he did, could not understand our notions of private 
property.16 Following the ancient customs, brown men would 
heap their choicest possessions before the white visitor just 
as before the visiting brown men, and the whites, naturally, 
not understanding the spirit behind the action, took these 
gifts, merely intended as emblematic of the most generous 
welcome and hospitality, away with them, baffling the native 
mind. Why should any man claim for himself that which be-
longed to all? The low whites would offer a bottle of whiskey 
in exchange for Maori land. The communist, knowing the 
land belonged to all and that every man had a right to its use, 
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assented to the exchange. One can imagine the dismay and 
wrath excited in the Maori mind on finding that the lands 
he had given the use of in exchange for the Pakeha gifts was 
fenced in and he denied access to it.”
The two girls were silent for a long time. Ngaire’s tiny, 
beautifully shaped brown hands were tightly clenched in her 
lap, and a subtle, yellow fire played in the depths of her great 
eyes. Lenore turned her head and looked down upon her. She 
could not see the yellow fire, but she knew that it was there 
because she knew Ngaire. Always when racial sentiment was 
stirred in the girl the yellow flame played subtly in the depths 
of her black eyes.
“Lenore, hatred of the Pakeha is bad in me at times. I have 
learned much, have been taught many beautiful things by 
your race but—I am the blood of the great chiefs, Lenore, and 
I work for a bald-headed, bow-legged old fool that couldn’t 
fight his way out of a paper bag. He boasts that he grew up in 
the slums of Manchester. And he orders me about. Respect-
fully, of course, but—I am a Queen, Lenore, and my tribe is 
my people. Do you know, my mother’s grandfather was be-
sieging a Pa once. Some of the warriors were accompanied 
by their wives. Absolute quiet was necessary. A baby began to 
cry. My great-grandfather said to the parents: ‘Strangle that 
child,’ and the parents strangled the child.”17
“But, Ngaire,” Lenore shuddered, “Surely you wouldn’t like 
to live under those dreadful conditions? Just think, Ngaire. 
Some of the tribal customs were atrocious.18 Think of the 
superstitions—and the cannibalism, Ngaire. Think of the 
food—fern-roots, fish—often times rotten—kumara, and al-
ways bloodshed and strife. Ugh!”
“And why not think of it?” Ngaire grew sullen. She stood 
up. “Think also of the warriors, so brave and strong and stur-
dy. And of the mother who strangled her child at the com-
mand of the chief. My Kowhatu is a King, Lenore, an Ariki, 
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greatest of all great chiefs. I am a chieftainess.”
Lenore rose too, and put her arms around the other. “Dar-
ling Ngaire, I can understand your sentiment, but I cannot 
sympathise with it. Kings and Queens, playing battledore 
and shuttlecock19 with the lives of men and women and lit-
tle children. Look around on this beautiful land. See the sun 
dancing so gaily down there upon the waters of the bay: the 
white sails of those yachts; the city there below, with peace 
and quiet over all this Sunday morning; and you so pretty in 
your clothes which the white man brought you. Think of the 
comfort which surrounds your daily life.”
“Yes, Lennie. But my race is dying out—dying out and 
degenerate. The young men of my race are now fat as the 
old women. They are lazy. I see none fit to mate with me, 
the daughter of the Ariki. None but Kowhatu, and he is my 
brother.”
“You will mate with a white man, Ngaire”. Lenore’s voice 
was very gentle. “I know tons of white men who are crazy 
about you.”
“White men. Oh, yes, I can mate with a white man if I wish 
to, Len. If—I—wish—to.” She squeezed Lenore hard, sudden-
ly. “But not with the only white man I would mate with, Len-
nie. Not with Lafe Osgood. He sees only a friend in me, and 
loves that stupid, painted little idiot, Alle Wishart.”
Lenore Divine was astounded beyond measure. She had 
not dreamed of such a thing. She did not know what to say, 
what to do. She kept repeating “Oh! Oh!” standing with her 
arms around her friend.
Ngaire began to cry, making little whinnying Maori noises, 
and Lenore led her indoors.
“Dear Ngaire, Alle loves Lafe, too.”
“In her way I suppose she does, but she’s no mate for Lafe, 
Len; you know she’s no mate for Lafe.”
“Perhaps not, Ngaire, but people never seem to love aright. 
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Why can’t we love where we should? Oh, my goodness! Here 
comes Holly, darling. Dry your eyes.”
Ngaire hurriedly lay down upon the couch and covered 
her face with her handkerchief as though she had a headache. 
Holly came in boisterously.
“Hallo!” He stopped inside the door. “What’s up?”
“Ngaire walked up the hill too quickly and has a headache,” 
explained Lenore. “She will spend the day with us.”
“Oh, righto.” Holly drew an easy chair close to the couch 
and sat down beside the girl. He flicked the handkerchief off 
her face.
“Buck up, baby. Nice sort of Maori, you are. Can’t walk up 
a small hill without fainting.”
Ngaire giggled softly. These two were great playmates. 
“Where have you been so early?” she asked. “Why didn’t you 
stay home and help Len to tidy up and make the bed? You’re 
always gadding.”20
“Oh, for God’s sake don’t you start nagging, too. You’d like 
to see me a sissy-boy, wouldn’t you? Making beds and tidying 
up! Len tries to grouch me into a psalm-singing mollycoddle 
and you geeing for a sissy-boy. I’ll go and find Lafe. He’s a 
regular he-man, anyhow.”
He made no move, however. Instead, he picked up a pa-
per and fanned the girl with it, tickling her nose as he did so. 
Ngaire closed her eyes and lay still, determined not to gratify 
him with so much as a smile. Her mock solemnity looked so 
childishly charming that the man suddenly kissed her. She 
sprang up and struck at his head with her fists again and again, 
while Lenore laughed merrily at the foolish antics Holly cut 
in trying to dodge her blows without shifting from his chair. 
At last Ngaire had to desist, blown, her hair all tumbled and 
herself choking with laughter.
“You kids!” cried Lenore. “Blessed kids. Come. We’ll get 
out into the sunshine. It’s sure to blow after dinner.”
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As the three walked along the Terrace, as usual towards 
Seddon’s garden, Lenore said:
“Isn’t it strange that I haven’t been able to read a thought 
since I married?”
“Jolly good job, I reckon,” Holly said, teasing. “If you’d read 
some of the thoughts I’ve had about Ngaire lately there would 
have been no living with you.”
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Chapter IX
Lenore did not go to the station in the Waikato with Ngaire 
the following Christmastide, even though she had been an-
ticipating the visit North all the year. Ngaire’s father was killed 
by a blow from the hoof of his favourite racehorse1 late in No-
vember, and the Maori girl, almost prostrated by grief; went 
North alone immediately on receipt of the news. It chanced 
that when the telegram arrived from Ngaire’s brother, Kow-
hatu, Lenore was with her. Ngaire lamented aloud with long-
drawn, crooning cries. She sat upon the sofa with bowed head 
and rocking body. Lenore did not try to comfort her, for it 
seemed to the white girl that the news—or Ngaire’s grief—
had in some inscrutable way put a barrier between them. She 
began at once, instead of offering impertinent, meaningless 
words of sympathy, to pack Ngaire’s clothes and make ar-
rangements for the girl’s journey home. The telegram had 
arrived at four o’ clock in the afternoon (Holly was again on 
afternoon shift), and at half-past five Lenore roused her friend 
from her wild crooning.
“Come, Ngaire. The train leaves in half an hour and the 
taxi will be soon be here. I have wired to Kowhatu. Come and 
put your hat on, there’s a girl.”
The only remark Ngaire made on the way to the station 
was: “There will be a great tangi2—a great tangi.”
But the Chief ’s death was not the reason why Lenore re-
mained in the city over Christmas. Ngaire wrote her a fort-
night later urging her to go North even earlier than had been 
agreed upon. Lenore was with child. She was confounded. She 
was sick in body, too, so sick that she wrote Ngaire not to ex-
pect her at the station. She could not marshal her thoughts 
at all. How it had happened she could not understand, poor 
Lenore, tasting the dish of bitter fruit served up at least once 
in their lives to most married women.
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“How did it happen?” she demanded of Holly again and 
again. “Can you tell me how on earth it happened? And what 
are we going to do now?”
And Holly—he was glad; really and unfeignedly glad. See-
ing Lenore so upset about it he had said little at first, but the 
girl could not help seeing he was glad.
Two days before Christmas day she again flung these ques-
tions out at him. Her face was already looking pinched and 
old. She had desired a cup of tea, but had been unable to drink 
it, her stomach already having developed whims and fancies. 
She thrust the cup away petulantly and flung her words out at 
him. Holly was rather tired of her botherment and was, be-
sides, not in too good a temper, for he had desired alcohol 
that day, and out of deference to the girl’s wishes had resisted 
his appetite. But the restraint had made him bad-tempered, so 
now he said crossly: “Don’t you think you had better cut that 
sort of thing out? The thing has happened, and I’m glad of it. 
Why shouldn’t you have a child, anyhow? You’re healthy, and 
old enough, and we’ve got plenty of money.”
“But I don’t want a child,” declared Lenore sharply. “That’s 
why I shouldn’t have one. You seem to forget our relationship 
is not legitimate, not legal.”
“That’s your fault,” said Holly shortly. “But I’m not re-
proaching you,” he added quickly. “You were right there, 
and you’re still right. Why should you worry about legali-
ties? There’s no reason why you shouldn’t have a child. Think 
about it and you’ll find there isn’t.” He left her (it was eleven at 
night), to go on night-shift.
Lenore thought about it. She had been chafing instinctively 
against her condition, but after Holly left her that night she 
asked herself what was the real reason for her rebellion against 
this thing she had always looked forward to as the happening 
that would crown her life. Illegality? The marriage could be 
legalised any day. Resignation of her work? No. She had been 
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thinking for quite a while that she would give it up and make 
a bid for authorship in earnest. What then? She saw what, and 
shivered in dread. Her love for Holly, for the child’s father, 
was dying! In spite of the glamour Lafe’s help and advice had 
thrown over their relationship, her love was dying; almost 
dead, in fact. And so was Holly’s. Once she had brought the 
subject under analysis at all, she probed it to the bottom. She 
was courageous. She peered forward and all about the subject, 
trying hard to pierce the veil of the future. Not her marriage, 
not her union with Holly, had been the big thing; this was 
the turning-point of her life, this happening for which neither 
could account, and which must have been the result of half-
hearted love-play.
This thing was going to decide the future for them more 
than their own emotions, their own desires and wills, could 
do—if they were honourable, that was—she saw that. If they 
were honourable, if they assumed their responsibilities. If they 
rang true. And she knew that they would—that they must. 
She knew that Holly, weak as he was, would cling to the life 
his loins had begotten. She knew that she herself would place 
parental duty paramount.
She saw a way out, the way of the world nowadays. But 
she recoiled in horror and disgust. To sully her womanhood 
so; to make herself one with the vast army of poor souls who 
needs must when the devil, or the whip of economic necessity, 
drives; or with those others the vicious, the tinsel-souled, who 
wilfully cast away the fruit of the womb that gaudy show and 
the meretricious3 pleasures of the vogue may persist.
Lenore Divine could not take that way out. She must brace 
up, then, and accept the inevitable. The marriage must be le-
galised. But of course there was no hurry for that. She must 
resign from her work. Old J. C. would be lost without her.
And how strange not to see Lafe every day. Her thoughts 
drifted away from her own contingency to Lafe’s forthcoming 
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marriage. Alle’s obstinacy had carried the day, and Lafe and 
she were to be married, with pomp and circumstance, on the 
Wednesday of Christmas week. Osgood was fuming about it, 
even though he had consented.
“Making monkeys of ourselves,” he complained to Lenore 
and Holly; before Alle, too. “Dressing up and parading like 
puppets of a show before all the idiots in town. Everything in 
this accursed society is upside down. Here’s the one time in a 
woman’s life when calmness and quiet are absolutely essen-
tial to her well-being. One would think that she would have 
thought for nothing but the marriage itself, for the union with 
her lover. That’s how it is with me. And here all this girl thinks 
about is frippery and cake and crowds. She’s getting about fif-
ty million dresses and—and—I don’t know what you call the 
other things.” He glowered at Alle, who nibbled at chocolates 
and smiled at with her strangely Oriental eyes.
Holly got more nearly drunk on Christmas than he had 
done since his marriage.
Lafe had Christmas dinner with them, occasioning a 
violent quarrel with Alle, who naturally considered that he 
should have had it at her home.
“I’ll have Christmas dinner with you for the rest of my life,” 
he told her. “This one I’m having with Lennie.” To Lenore he 
declared that he couldn’t stand for a dinner with Alle’s par-
ents. Typical of their class, drapers4 to the core, middle-class 
in manner, morals and mind, they disapproved of Lafe entire-
ly, and the big dark man was as shifty as a wild animal in their 
presence. Alle, an only child, twisted them around her slim 
little finger, however, so they had to make the best of things.
Lenore had decided on having Christmas dinner in their 
own little flat. She was quite a good cook, having been well 
trained by a capable mother, who had died of cancer when 
Lenore was eighteen years old. (Her father, Dennis Divine, 
occupied the post of municipal librarian5 in one of the chief 
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North Island towns.) The girl had a gas-stove in a curtained-
off corner of her living-room, and on this she had boiled the 
usual plum pudding and in its oven roasted a couple of ducks.6
She was anything but happy. The weather had turned trai-
tor, and in place of the usual Christmas sunniness there was 
cold and wind and rain. She was bodily sick in the morning, 
and sick in mind because of Holly’s partial inebriation the 
night before. He had excused it, to her, on the plea of rejoicing 
over the prospect of a child, which excuse, however, in no way 
lessened Lenore’s disgust and humiliation. He was apologetic 
this morning, and very kind, helping her to get the dinner, 
paying her all sorts of little attentions. He cracked such funny 
jokes, too, that she had to laugh. At dinner he suddenly blurt-
ed out the news of Lenore’s condition to Lafe. Then he became 
very red and glanced shamefacedly at the girl.
“I’m sorry if I’ve hurt you, Len,” he muttered, “but I’m that 
blamed glad about it I want to tell everyone.”
“You crazy loon,” said Lafe, eyeing him in a curious, good-
humoured sort of way.
Lenore’s coldness left her. A warm fondness for the boyish, 
foolish creature crept into her heart.
“I think your attitude is beautiful, Holly. That’s the sweetest 
thing you have ever said to me. Tell whoever you like.”
The man was surprised. Lenore had not said many nice 
things to him lately. He leant over and squeezed her hand. 
“I wish you were only as glad about it as I am, darling,” he 
said. Lafe eyed the two of them, wisely, especially Lenore, but 
said nothing about the matter. Presently he engaged Holly in 
a discussion on the chances of Labour coming into power at 
the next election.7 At the last election, which had taken place 
three months before this Christmas Day, Labour had cap-
tured a good third of the seats,8 and had driven the remnants 
of the old Liberal Party9 into the ranks of the Tories, where 
they had really belonged all along. Lafe Osgood supported the 
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Labour Party. Not because, he would explain, he considered 
it would “emancipate the workers,” but because it was in the 
line of the political evolution of the country, and in any case 
was inevitable.
“There are sure to be some good men in it,” he would say, 
as now to Holly, “and the easiest way we can find out who has 
got guts and who hasn’t is by putting them on the Treasury 
benches.”
“All right,” said Holly belligerently. “Maybe you’re right. 
D’ye know what? I’ll bet the only ones who stick to the work-
ers at all when they achieve power will be the old time fight-
ers,10 the few who pioneered the movement in New Zealand. 
This new mob who have sprung up like mushrooms from 
God knows where, this crowd of job-hunting opportunists 
who are burrowing into the movement from all sides, eat-
ing its very foundations away with their fat salaries, do you 
think they understand, or want to understand, anything 
of our philosophy?”—Lafe smiled at the “our.”—“Not a bit 
of it. The Labour movement to them is a good old milch 
cow11 and she’ll be well sold. They’ll go in next election, 
right enough. Why didn’t you stand? They’d have given their 
boots to have got you.”
“Parliamentarism doesn’t interest me. I’ve got a good job 
and would have to throw it up, or get the sack, if I stood in the 
interests of Labour. I would have had to stand for a country 
seat, which meant that success would have been problemati-
cal. Failure would have meant a jobless Lafe; so I wasn’t in-
terested, seeing that I wanted to get married.” He broke off 
abruptly and turned to Lenore. “How’s Ngaire?”
“She’s all right. She is not coming back to town, she thinks.”
“No? You’ll miss her.”
“Yes, I will,” said Lenore warmly. “She’s the loveliest woman 
in the world. I don’t know any white woman that will bear 
comparison with her.”
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“She is unique,” said Lafe. “I think she will come back all 
right. She’ll never stand station life after the town.”
“I don’t know. Ngaire will never be Europeanised,12 Lafe. 
Racial sentiment13 is strong in her.”
“Yes, I have noticed it. She is almost unique in that, too. 
Very little animosity is now displayed by the Maoris towards 
their conquerors.”14
“Displayed—no. But it is there, just the same. At least, 
Ngaire says so, and she ought to know. How could it be other-
wise? Look at the way we’ve cheated them. I was in the House 
the other day when one of the Maori members was discuss-
ing some land business in connection with some of his con-
stituents. He pointed out that in every instance the treaties15 
in existence between the two races had been violated by the 
whites; never once by the Maoris. It is true. Everyone knows 
it. The common Maori’s simplicity does not hold much ran-
cour, but it stands to reason that an intelligent, educated girl 
like Ngaire, who has studied the history of her race and of 
white aggression, will feel bitterness.”
“Poor kid,” said Lafe. “And yet she has nothing to complain 
about, really. Good Lord, she must be wealthy! She told me 
once that the station ran a hundred thousand sheep and ten 
thousand head of cattle. Now that the old man is dead, the son 
and Ngaire will have it. She must be very wealthy.”
“She would be a great match,” yawned Holly. “Say, Len. 
Bring out that bottle of wine, eh?”
“Get it yourself,” Lenore answered shortly.
“Don’t be mad. Have some yourself. It will buck you up 
wonderfully.”
“I hate the stuff. I’ll have water.”
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Chapter X
Lafe Osgood and Holly Virtue were discharged from their 
employment at the same time, after an unemployment dem-
onstration in which they had taken a conspicuous part. Natu-
rally enough in Lafe’s case, as his paper, The Morning Star,1 
was one of the official organs of Toryism, and the demonstra-
tion had been organised by the Labour Party and used by that 
party for propaganda purposes. Holly’s foolishness was alone 
responsible for the termination of his employment. He had 
gone to work the morning following the demonstration full 
of enthusiasm for his cranky notions.
“Why are you bothering about the unemployed?” Jock 
Letharly asked him in his quiet way. “You’ve got a good job. 
It’s not your business to shoulder the troubles of the city. Let 
those who are down and out fight their own battles. You en-
courage their weakness by fighting for them and handicap 
yourself. You’ve a wife to think of, don’t forget.”
“My wife is a rebel herself, and is prepared to suffer the 
penalty for rebellion,” said Holly grandiosely.
“Don’t be an ass.” Letharly spoke shortly. “Anyhow, hold 
your tongue here.”
Which was good advice thrown away. Holly went through 
into the boiler-house. He walked up and down before the fires, 
and then stopped beside a fireman who had been but recently 
engaged. The old hands liked him too well to be bothered by 
his rodomontade,2 but this new man had already skirmished 
a few times with his engineer. The fellow was of a brutal type,3 
huge of body. A great shock of carroty hair grew low on his 
narrow brow, and his round, flabby, flat face was pasty col-
oured. A brutal type, one more likely to relish retrogression 
to the ways of his primitive progenitors than to sigh for the 
perfection of a society as yet unborn. Holly watched his pasty 
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face and fat, sluggish body, and felt a sort of nausea overcome 
him. Then he said stupidly, sneeringly:
“You like this business? You like feeding the fires day after 
day, day after day? It suits your particular sort of tempera-
ment, doesn’t it?”
The fellow picked up a lump of waste and wiped leaving 
black streaks down his cheeks. He knew Virtue was gibing, 
and answered sullenly: “Yes, I like it. Suits me. What about it?” 
And Holly, understanding well enough that he was shamefully 
taking advantage of his superior position, answered scoffingly:
“Oh, nothing. If it suits you it is good enough for you. 
Most intellectual pursuit, shovelling coal.” He shrugged 
contemptuously and spat upon the hot boiler. The fireman 
straightened his fat body and looked him over. Then he threw 
down his shovel.
“Yer funny, ain’t yer?” he said, interspersing his words with 
oaths. “Yer’ve been funny once too often with me. Yer can 
have yer job. I’m finished with it, but I ain’t finished with you.” 
He advanced threateningly towards Holly. “I’ll teach yer ter be 
funny with me.”
Holly laughed. He was quite a pugilist in an amateurish 
way, and felt in the mood for a fight. “Pick up your shovel. I 
won’t fight here, you fool. Get on with your work, and you can 
teach me anything you like, anywhere you like, after work.”
For answer the fireman laughed brutally and landed a 
heavy, hairy fist upon Holly’s rather large nose. “This place’ll 
do me,” he said, as Holly picked himself from the heap of coal 
upon which he had fallen.
They fought. The one after the style of the beast, the oth-
er savagely too, but with some show of science. They had 
made each other a sorry sight by the time Letharly arrived 
on the scene. The other firemen enjoyed the spectacle hugely. 
Letharly separated them. He was enraged with Holly. Back in 
the power-house he said: “You’re a fine spectacle to go home 
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to your wife. You’re finished here. You’re finished, you damn 
fool! You’ll be kicked out.”
“Yes, that’s so.” Holly was worried, now that he had worked 
his flamboyancy off. He cursed himself for the fool he was. He 
went straight to the office and reported to the chief engineer. 
That gentleman heard him in silence, with considerable sur-
prise and astonishment. Then he asked: “You were to blame, 
you say, and the man has gone?”
“Yes, I was a fool.”
“Just so”—drily. “Well, you’re pretty well knocked about. 
You’d better go home and clean up a bit. Letharly will see you 
to-night on my behalf.”
Holly was afraid to go home. He and Lenore had been com-
pelled to shift their quarters, as babies were not “welcomed,” 
to use the landlady’s expression, in their former fine house. 
Lenore had been fortunate enough to secure three comfort-
able rooms with a nice, motherly old soul, farther down on 
the terrace. She was the only tenant. Holly was afraid to take 
his cut face home, as the girl was entering a hospital the fol-
lowing day. He feared to upset her.
Lenore was not much upset, however. “Why, what on earth 
have you been doing?” she asked, more astonished than any-
thing, as he entered the kitchen door. She was busy making 
jam. He grinned sheepishly, and then winced with the pain of 
his cut mouth.
“I’ve had a fight, and lost my job,” he said.
He did not spare himself at all. Just told her the plain, un-
garnished truth and admitted his stupidity. Lenore was very 
angry—too angry to speak. She ignored him. He hung around 
all the morning, conciliatory. Near lunch-time, however, he 
became tired of it—restless. His face was paining him, too. 
Lenore had maintained a dignified silence all the morning—
poor Lenore, now, in spite of herself, eagerly anticipating the 
coming event, but still physically worn out with the weight of 
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her precious load and mentally all awry. As she set the table 
for lunch, Holly said sullenly:
“Don’t get me any lunch. I’m off.” He went into the bed-
room for his coat (it was a cold day in early spring), and came 
out again putting it on. Lenore’s cold anger frittered away.
“Why?” she faltered. Her regal bearing and proud assur-
ance were all gone now. She was a very woman,4 whimsical 
and moody, as easily moved to tears as a little child. He moved 
to the door without answering. Lenore knew what his visit to 
town in such a mood meant. Holly would come home drunk. 
Not beastly drunk, not drunk in the legs either; he would walk 
home quite steadily, but drunk nevertheless.
“Oh, Holly!” she cried. She sank into a chair; her head fell 
on to her arms upon the table, and she wept.
Holly, of course, as yet easily vanquished by her tears, stayed 
at home. He petted her and fulminated against his own crass 
stupidity, so that she enjoyed to the full that most exquisite 
pleasure of woman, the pleasure of being sorry for herself.5
The marriage of these two had not been legalised. Holly 
had not refused outright, but he had deprecated the idea so 
strongly and persistently on the grounds of “principle” when-
ever Lenore had brought the subject under discussion that 
nothing had been decided. Lenore had pointed out that the 
child would have to be registered.6
“Well,” said Holly, “we’re married, and the child shall be 
registered to that effect.”
Lenore had not thought much more about it.
About two o’ clock that afternoon Osgood arrived in on them. 
He laughed uproariously at Holly’s face, which was now swol-
len and badly discoloured, and at Holly’s news, but his laughter 
was not spontaneous; and Lenore said curiously: “What is the 
matter, Lafe? You haven’t got the, sack, too, I suppose?”
“Yes, I have. Funny, eh? J. C. was kind enough to give me a 
month’s notice, but I told him to-day would do me, so here I am.”
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It was Holly’s turn to laugh then, but Lenore cut him short 
sharply.
“And Alle? Why isn’t she here with you?” Osgood stooped 
and picked up Lenore’s Persian kitten,7 which had been rub-
bing itself against his legs. He held it out towards the girl in 
the palm of one huge hand. There was no glint of laughter 
in his dark eyes now; his face was hard, almost brutal. He 
opened his lips to speak, but on the instant changed his mind. 
He put the animal down again, took out a cigarette, lighted 
it carefully, leaned back on the two legs of his chair, and said 
carelessly:
“Alle’s gone to visit her mother.”
“Hum—m-m,” from Holly. He smiled maliciously at Leno-
re, and said: “I suppose you’ve had a little of what I suffered 
this morning.”
Lafe eyed Lenore, who said equably: “Your case is not par-
allel with Lafe’s, as you’ll soon see if you think about it. What 
are you going to do now ?”—to Osgood.
“Haven’t thought about it yet.”
“Your only chance of getting on another paper is to shift to 
another town, don’t you think?”
“Yes. But I won’t shift from Wellington unless necessity de-
mands the move. This is the capital, the core of the country, 
in which the seeds of progress lie, and, besides, I love the city. 
I’d hate to leave it.”
“Have you much money, Lafe?”
“No. I had several hundred when we were married, but it 
mostly went in furniture and the deposit on the house. I’ll 
have to go to work mighty quick. You’re all right, aren’t you, 
for money?”
“Yes, fortunately. I go to the hospital to-morrow, you know, 
Lafe.” He nodded.
He stopped for tea, without being asked, and afterwards 
sat on and on, until at nine o’ clock Lenore was really worried, 
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and said: “Lafe, what on earth is the matter? Have you and 
Alle seriously quarrelled?”
“I don’t know,” he answered. “But it’s all right. She won’t be 
home till eleven. She never is.”
He was mistaken, however, for once. Alle was home all the 
evening. She had returned before tea-time, and had been bit-
terly disappointed on finding him out. She knew well enough 
where he would be, and debated with herself as to whether 
she would follow him or wait at home. She decided on the lat-
ter course. Changing her street-dress for a pretty little house-
frock, she made herself a cup of tea, ate a few dainty cakes with 
it, and built a fire in her sitting-room. The two had gone into 
rooms immediately after marriage, but Alle had insisted on 
having a house of her own (she couldn’t agree with the other 
inmates of the apartment house they had chosen), so Lafe had 
paid down a deposit on a nice bungalow at Oriental Bay,8 and 
she had spent nearly all his money on furnishings for it. She 
loved to play at housekeeping, and was really a most capable 
housewife, despite her butterfly appearance. Had she wished 
she could have lived most economically, but she did not wish. 
She loved entertaining. Bridge-parties and musical evenings 
were the delight of her soul. Out of Lafe’s salary, which was 
quite good, she saved next to nothing. So young she was, so 
fond of pretty clothes and nice food, to which she had been 
used in her maiden home, that one can easily understand her 
indignation on finding that the source of her supply of good 
things was about to be cut off. And for reasons which carried 
no weight with her, because of what was to her pure “cussed-
ness” on Lafe’s part. She had said many bitter things to him. 
After the manner of modish young ladies, she had expressed 
herself with more force than elegance, giving preference to 
words she knew he hated to hear from her dainty lips. He had 
tried to soothe her, had been very patient and forbearing, but 
his attempts to pour oil on the troubled waters had only ex-
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cited her further. Finally, she had actually smacked his face. 
Lafe had laughed grimly, and said very quietly: “Don’t ever do 
that again,” and left her.
And Alle had carried her troubles to an ever-before-sym-
pathetic ear, that of her mother. But that lady had not come up 
to the scratch as usual. Truth was Mrs. Wishart had noticed 
quite a lot of things during her frequent visits to Alle’s home. 
She had seen an abundance of loving care, kindness, and for-
bearance on the man’s part, with a pretty but selfish accept-
ance of it on the girl’s. She had seen evidence of an unbounded 
generosity, of a heart warm as any woman’s beneath the rough 
exterior of the man Lafe Osgood, and in spite of herself a real 
affection and appreciation had supplanted the feeling of strong 
disapproval she had formally harboured for the man.
She was placidly knitting, sitting in her rocker in the 
kitchen, when Alle flew in on her with her news. She took 
her glasses from her eyes, wiped them carefully and put them 
away in their case, peering the while at Alle questioningly. 
What she saw did not please her, for she shook her head and 
asked severely, much to Alle’s surprise:
“Where is Lafe? Why are you not with him? He must be 
feeling very bad about this business.”
Alle was flustered a bit.
“Why,” she said, rather lamely, “I don’t know where he is. 
We had a row and he cleared out. And I should think so, too,” 
she added defiantly. “What are we going to do now? He can’t 
get another job like that.”
Her mother rose from her rocker and crossed over to the 
stove. She put some coal on the fire, then said reminiscently:
“I remember your father being discharged from his em-
ployment once. It was just before you were born. He had a 
dispute with his employer over some little thing which did not 
seem to me to matter at all. We had no money, either; your 
father was only serving behind the counter then; and when 
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his temper had blown over he was in a terrible way about his 
foolishness. But I comforted him, and did the best I could. I 
knew I had a pretty bad temper myself. Ah, here’s Dad!” She 
sank into her rocker again and took up her knitting.
Mr. Wishart, middle-aged and middle height, and of 
blonde, wishy-washy appearance, took up an aggressive po-
sition before the stove. He planted his legs firmly apart and 
thrust his hands into his trousers’ pockets.
“And I should think so too. Can’t understand why they 
haven’t shot him out before. It’s disgraceful. Have you seen 
what the paper’s got to say about him this morning?” He 
scowled at Alle as though it were her fault.
“No, I haven’t,” she said pettishly, “and I don’t want to. 
What are we going to do now? That’s what I want to know. 
We haven’t got any money. Nothing to speak of, anyhow. I 
couldn’t live a month on what we’ve got.”
“I’ll have to keep you, that’s what it’ll come to. I’ll have to 
keep you both, I suppose, and all because of that damn red-
rag-ism.”9
Alle’s face took on a cheerier aspect. She rose and rubbed 
her cheek against the man’s.
“I knew you would see me through, old bear,” she said.
The mother said sharply: “See you through what? You’ve 
got a house full of rubbishy furniture you can sell, and you 
can dispose of your house easily enough. You’re mistaken if 
you think Lafe Osgood will not have something to say about 
your father ‘seeing you through,’ as you call it. You’re spoiled 
and selfish, that’s what, and the man’s too good for you. I’m 
your mother, and perhaps I’m responsible for it, but I’m—I’m 
ashamed of you to-day, Alle, I’m ashamed of you. The poor 
man has got into trouble for doing what he thinks is right, and 
all you can think of is your own pleasure. I’m ashamed of you.”
“Tut, tut! The child’s young, and naturally wants a good 
time. I’m not saying anything against the man, mind you, 
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Marion, I’m not saying anything against the man. He’s all 
right, so you say; he’s good to Alle”—here he pinched her ear. 
“It’s his fool notions I’ve no time for. Why couldn’t he mind 
his own business? Unemployed, indeed.”
Alle sat upon the table and swung her feet. “Oh, Mother, 
you’re old-fashioned,” she said impatiently. “I’m not used to 
living poorly. You always gave me everything I wanted. Lafe 
knew very well that I expected to be well provided for. He 
had no business to marry me if he intended going on with 
that Labour nonsense of his. He has no excuse. He knew me. 
I’m selfish, I suppose. I must be, because Lennie tells me so 
repeatedly, and she’s always right. At least Lafe says she is.” 
She jumped off the table and took up her hat. “That’s where 
he’s gone, I’ll bet. He’s gone to Lens. She’ll put him in a good 
temper again. I’ll go home and get tea for him and surprise 
him pleasantly. Don’t worry over Lafe, Mumsy. I can manage 
him. I’ll have him happy as Larry in no time.”10 She kissed her 
mother, hugged her dad, and ran off. Her mother sighed, then 
looked up at the man. She felt the tears rise, somehow. Seeing 
it, he walked over and patted her hair, saying gruffly:
“She’s all right, Marion. And I know he’s fine. We’ll see 
they want for nothing.” But she shook her head and answered: 
“We’ve spoiled her, Will,—spoiled her for a good man.”
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Chapter XI
As the hands of Alle’s clock continued to tick their way round 
and still no Lafe, the girl’s serenity began again to flee away. 
She had been prepared to say she was sorry, to apologise for 
slapping his face, in her way of apologising, as though she 
were conferring a favour; but now she felt her good inten-
tions wasted. He should have come back to see if she were 
home, she argued to herself, and then realised how silly she 
was to reason thus, when eleven o’ clock was her usual time 
for arriving home.
Alle was no fool. She was not bad either. She was mere-
ly the product of her upbringing. She had no knowledge of 
what constituted real values in life sensations. She was a fair-
weather wife. She and Lafe had been happy together up till 
now, and would have continued to be happy, probably, under 
the same conditions. The streak of gold she had unexpectedly 
discovered in her mother that afternoon had been refined out 
of her. But she recognised the metal right enough, and was 
decent enough to be ashamed that the gold in her mother had 
become debased in herself. She began to feel a slight irritation 
towards her parents.
“It is all very well for Mother to lecture me, but she never 
taught me to deny myself anything or to consider others at 
all,” she said aloud, and, rising from the couch on which she 
had been lying, she poured herself a large glassful of wine 
from a decanter upon the sideboard, took some more cake, 
drew an easy chair up close to the fire, and tucked her legs 
under her upon it. At ten o’ clock, when Lafe came in, she was 
sound asleep. He was surprised. He stood looking down upon 
her, as she rested like a kitten, her stayless,1 lithe body curled 
almost into a ball, and the faint wine-scent crept from her car-
mined lips and mounted to the man. He scowled and sniffed 
at it. Her wine-drinking was one of his pet abominations, and 
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the messy, sweet stuff she ate. He was continually trying to 
impress upon her the necessity for plain, wholesome food and 
clear, cold water. She quarrelled with him often because he 
would not buy her chocolates.
He did not wake her; just sat down on the couch and con-
templated her thoughtfully. His thoughts did not make him 
at all happy. He loved her—loved her more now than ever. 
He loved the henna of her hair, though he knew it was the 
product of the beauty parlour; he loved the pretty face, with 
its strangely Oriental eyes, its carmined lips, its velvety skin, 
so soft, which she would insist on hiding beneath a vulgar 
coating of rouge and powder. He adored the slimness of her 
figure, hardly matured, the suppleness of her fingers, though 
the long, whitened finger-nails2 she valued so disgusted him. 
And yet, sitting there and adoring her, he made up his mind 
that he would not allow her to filch his manhood from him; 
he would not allow her to sap his strength away; he would 
not give into her careless keeping of his principles, his hon-
our, as he saw it, his life-work. The purpose of the man grew 
strong. His love for the girl drew him towards her—lifted him 
from the couch, impelled him across the room. His great dark 
eyes blazed down upon her with a love which was all love and 
showed nothing in it of lust; but the iron jaw set grimly, the 
mouth shut in a determined, thin straight line; and Alle wak-
ing suddenly and finding him bending low above her, gave a 
little scream. Neither moved. She lay curled up like a kitten, 
her face twisted sideways to look up at him; he bent low above 
her with that contradictory face that she did not know. So 
they remained for a full minute, then Alle sat up abruptly and 
asked: “How’s Lennie?” He moved back, took up the tongs 
and poked the fire, and answered:
“Very well, I think. She goes into hospital to-morrow.”
“I wonder what she’ll have, a boy or a girl?”
Lafe smiled at her. “Are you interested, really, in Len’s child?”
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“Yes.” She straightened herself and took her shoes off. “That 
fool Holly will be crazy about it. Len’s going to start on a novel 
after it’s all over, do you know?”
“Yes, she said something about it once.”
And there they sat for an hour, talking about Lenore Di-
vine and Holly and a host of other things. A regular compan-
ionable talk they had, just as though nothing at all unusual 
had taken place. Lying in the dark, Alle thought how funny 
it was that neither had said a word about the business that 
had caused the day’s upset. She had intended to. It had been 
Lafe’s expression that had turned her from the subject. She 
saw again Lafe’s face as it lowered towards her, and in sudden 
fear of she knew not what she clutched at the man beside her.
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Chapter XII
Idleness did not at all accord with Holly’s volatile tempera-
ment. And very bad for him was Lenore’s enforced absence 
from home. What to do with his days without her he did not 
know. Work of all kinds was still scarce; New Zealand had 
not yet recovered from the devastating after-effects of the 
war,1 so that a month went by and he was still idle. So was 
Lafe Osgood. The latter could see that there was nothing for 
him to do but tackle hard work, and for this he was search-
ing, handicapped, of course, by his reputation as an “agitator.” 
Everybody knew Lafe. Once seen, he was not easily forgot-
ten, so big and vital and splendid-looking he was. A few badly 
paid jobs were available, non-union jobs so badly paid that 
the idea of Alle living upon such money was preposterous. He 
was continually on the look-out, however, so that Holly could 
see little of him. Which was also very bad for Holly; for Holly 
so sociable and talkative and full of cranky notions. Lenore 
and Lafe were his sheet-anchor2 and his ballast; without ei-
ther he drifted helplessly and was like to founder. The time 
he was allowed to spend with Lenore Divine at the hospital 
was little;3 he hardly saw Lafe, who was worryingly occupied 
with his own affairs, so it is not surprising that he gravitated, 
without exactly wishing to, to the hotel bars. He became, in 
fact, a bar-room orator. There the riff-raff of the town lent him 
their ears. Did he not have money in his pockets? The spiritu-
ous liquors warmed him so that he forgot how lonely he was 
without Len and Letharly and Lafe and all the old friendly 
crew. He had gone round to the power-house once or twice to 
visit the old fireman, who welcomed him warmly, but on his 
last visit he had been told not to return, as his presence among 
the men was deleterious4 to discipline. And Holly was finding 
poor comfort, after all, in philosophical theories. He was not 
one to stand alone. He craved warm human contacts, pleasant 
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hand-clasps, the presence of faces wreathed in ready smiles. 
And until Lenore was over her trouble, which was not until a 
fortnight after her entry into the hospital, he was tormented 
with fears for her.
The child, a fine boy, was born at four in the morning of 
July the thirtieth, and during the long hours preceding, while 
Lenore lay pain-racked, he walked round and round the hospi-
tal, agonising with her and muttering to himself curses on the 
natural laws which demanded from woman such payment. But 
once everything was all right, once he realised that the girl was 
safe and himself a father, he had simply got drunk. Just swal-
lowed glass after glass of whiskey until, when Lafe found him in 
a bar at five o’ clock that night, he was for the first time in his life 
unable to walk. He was drunk in the legs, and that fact seemed 
to him to be in the nature of a phenomenon. His muddled wits 
were engrossed with it entirely. He had forgotten Lenore—the 
child—everything in the world but the fact that his legs refused 
to be guided. He tried to explain to Lafe the absorbing nature of 
the phenomenon. He was funny; but Lafe, after having called at 
the hospital with Alle at two o’ clock, had been looking for him 
all the intervening time, and, thinking of the worry this would 
occasion Lenore, was not at all amenable to the humour of the 
situation. He brutally bundled Holly into a taxi, and, on getting 
home, soused him in a bath of cold water, thinking to sober 
him. But the cold water had no effect on him. Indeed, he would 
have drowned in it had not Lafe pulled him out. So there was 
nothing for it but to put him to bed. Lafe pulled the blankets 
over him, and then stood looking at him for a while.
“It gets me,” he muttered. “Lenore and you, you sot. Alle and 
I. And Lennie and I could have done wonders. It beats Hell, all 
right.” He cleaned up the mess he had made in the bathroom, 
rummaging round for floor-cloths, then went home and told Alle 
about things. He managed to get permission to see Lenore him-
self for a few minutes that night, and explained Holly’s absence.
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“Never mind, Lafe,” she said. “I can forgive it because of 
what has occasioned it, and I would just as soon see you as 
Holly to-night, anyhow. Holly and I are not very much in love, 
Lafe. I’m not very optimistic regarding our future life togeth-
er. We just must at least like each other, we must cultivate af-
fection for each other, for the child’s sake. It is hard lines, Lafe, 
that our love didn’t last. Is it ever enduring, do you think?”
“Not passionate love, Len. Passionate love could not be en-
during. It would shrivel us up if it were. Passionate love is a 
fire, a flame that burns the body up. If it endured for long we 
should become physical wrecks. In time it dies, and a calm 
sort of love, an affection, the rock upon which family life is 
built, usurps its place. You will probably find that the child 
will develop such a link between yourself and Virtue.”
Lenore, lying abed, was much exercised in her mind about 
the economic factor in her domestic life. The child must be 
provided for. She was sensible enough to see that quite pos-
sibly the burden would fall upon her. She placed no reliance 
upon Holly at all since he had become a working class phi-
losopher. Before, as a bread-winner, he had been utterly de-
pendable. She saw that there was little likelihood of his getting 
another job in his profession in Wellington, and that he would 
not earn enough in any other way to keep them decently. The 
rent alone carried off two pounds five a week. She hated the 
thought of living niggardly,5 and she knew that Holly was a 
fair-weather type, like Alle. All the time he was out of work 
the money was running out and nothing coming in. She 
thought and thought. A business, while yet they had a few 
hundreds? But what sort? She ran through the advertisement 
columns of the evening paper every day, seeking a possible 
Eldorado,6 and eventually she decided, looking at the matter 
from the point of view of Holly’s idiosyncrasies and from all 
other angles, that an apartment-house was what they wanted.
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Chapter XIII
Alle was as obstinate as a mule, as Lafe had declared, but she 
was not strong, and she was frightened of strength in others. 
Alle’s tempers were not the ugly things tempers usually are. 
For one thing she did not sulk and she was as yet so much in 
love with her man that she simply could not nurse animosity 
against him. The best thing about Alle and the thing that really 
held Lafe Osgood to her, apart from his love, was her habit of 
admitting herself in the wrong when she found herself to be so. 
And her frankness was another good point. One always knew 
where one was with Alle. There was no need to beat about the 
bush.1 Under the old conditions, when the personal element 
was the big thing in their scheme of things, and bread and but-
ter a subject for no consideration, Alle’s tempers were rather 
refreshing to Lafe. They boded nothing. They were merely inci-
dental to the daily round, and sweetened the domestic atmos-
phere, for they were not too frequent. But now Lafe had com-
pelled her to face the situation squarely the day after he had left 
work. Alle declared that she would not shift from Wellington. 
She had visited the other big towns, and hated them all.
“What about one of the small inland towns? I could proba-
bly get a fairly good job on a paper in one of the small towns.” 
Lafe recognised that her wishes were on a par with his own 
in this matter, as in all others where his personal honour was 
not concerned.
She stared at him blankly. “Small town! Me live in a small 
town. Don’t be a fool.”
“All right. I don’t want to leave here either, but you’ve got 
to know how we stand. We’ll have to sell this house and fur-
niture.”
“Why?”
“Why! I should think the reason is obvious enough. You 
know how much money we’ve got.”
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“Dad has plenty of money.”
Alle faltered, paralysed by the lightning that leapt from the 
man’s eyes. It took her unexpectedly and knocked her all of 
a heap so to say. She drew her breath sharply and felt again 
that sudden fear of the night before, the fear that had sent her 
clutching at the man beside her.
A short silence, and Lafe, cool again, repeated evenly, as 
though there had been no break: “You know how much mon-
ey we’ve got. I’ll do my best to get work, but even if I am suc-
cessful the money will not be more than half what I have been 
making. I’ve no doubt that I’ll be able to place stuff with most 
of the big papers, and that will help along, but we’ll have to 
live in rooms. And do you understand that I’ll have to do hard 
work, perhaps, Alle? I’ll have to come home dirty, perhaps. 
You will be slighted by some of your flash friends.”
Alle had recovered her wits to some extent, though she was 
still trembling a little. “I didn’t marry you for that, Lafe,” she 
said. Then with her admirable quality of frankness she warned 
him: “Don’t expect too much from me. Don’t expect anything 
good or strong or unselfish from me. I’m not like Len. If we 
have got to sell out as you say, I’ll do it with the best grace I 
can muster, and I’ll try to help you. But if you have to do hard 
work for little money, and my friends cut me—I don’t know. I 
might not be able to stand it.”
“Do your flash wine-drinking friends mean more to you 
than I do?” flashed Lafe.
“No,” said Alle slowly. She was trying to fashion words 
that would give him understanding and do herself justice. 
“Look here, Lafe, you don’t think that I want to fail you, do 
you? You don’t think that it is pleasant to feel that one is not 
strong enough to do the right thing? No. Well, then, don’t 
think that I will try to fail you; don’t think that I will encour-
age my weakness at all. It is just simply that I am I, Lafe, and 
I know what that ‘I’ is. My flash friends, as you call them, do 
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not weigh at all with me against you now, but they may come 
to do so. They are my environment, Lafe; what they stand 
for has made me. I’m only one of the common herd. I’m not 
one of the few, like you and Lennie. I belong to my environ-
ment and can be a pretty pleasant sort of companion while 
I’m where I belong, but if you shift me out of my setting, if 
you try to mould me afresh, I might break. If you want to 
push and pull, and model and remodel you must have good 
material to work with. Lennie, now, could face any old trou-
ble with you; but you can’t blame me because I’m not made of 
the same stuff as Len. You have been part of my environment, 
Lafe, but if you—if you—”
“I know. I know.” Lafe’s voice was rough with the hurt of 
her words. He understood well enough. “You mean to say 
that you would never have loved me if I had not been a cuff 
and collar man and that the attraction may vanish with my 
pretty clothes.”
“I would never have known you, Lafe,” said Alle miserably. 
She saw his hurt and hated her butterfly self.
“You may be mistaken, you may be mistaken, girl. You are 
my wife, after all. Such intimacy as we have enjoyed together 
must surely leave its mark. I admire you for your frankness, 
Alle; it is the finest thing about you, but you may not be do-
ing yourself justice. You may be stronger and finer than you 
imagine if you are put to the test.”
“Don’t think it, Lafe. Don’t expect it. Oh, it’s all so stupid, 
anyhow. It’s all so stupid. You had no right to put me in this 
position. We were getting along so fine and you had to go and 
make a fool of yourself. Damn the unemployed, I say!”
Lafe hardened at once perceptibly. “Most of those unem-
ployed were married men,” he said coldly. “But of course that 
means nothing to you. You, who have never wanted for any-
thing in your life, can sit here with a house full of furniture 
and moan about the probable loss of a few frocks, but it means 
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nothing to you that the wives and children of the unemployed 
are actually hungry.”2
“Oh, cut it out! It’s not my place, nor yours either, to shoul-
der the troubles of the town. One would think I was responsi-
ble for their unemployment.”
“And so you are. There is no unit in the country more re-
sponsible than you are for their unemployment, and for all 
the other ills that beset society. You are a part of the whole. 
The country’s population is an aggregation of units like your-
self. The economy of the country is determined by the voice of 
the people, and your voice helps to swell the chorus.”
Alle put her fingers in her ears and stamped her little feet. 
She became prettily vulgar. “Oh! Come off! Come off! Come 
off the highbrow. No economics, I ask you!”
And there they were. The third week saw their house on 
the market and the fourth week saw it sold; the buyers tak-
ing the furniture with it. They cleared one hundred and fifty 
pounds on the sale of the house,3 but lost it on the furniture. 
They were able to settle in rooms, however, with a good five 
hundred pounds cash in hand.
“Well, if you get any sort of a job at all we’ll be all right for 
a while with this to help out,” said Alle. But she was practi-
cal enough to see that along that road lay little promise, and 
she worried. The thread of her temper snapped easily and oft. 
She hated to dip into their little hoard, but not to such an ex-
tent that she would practise self-denial. The more she felt she 
should economise, the brighter burned the flame of her desire 
for unnecessaries. And always at the back of her mind lay the 
fact of her father’s reliability; always in her heart rankled ir-
ritation at Lafe’s attitude towards the offered help.
During the fifth week Lafe had the offer of two jobs. One an 
office job with a salary of four pounds ten shillings a week, the 
other an offer from a contractor, a friend of his, to take him in 
on a roadmaking contract, guaranteeing at least six pounds a 
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week.4 The work was slightly out of town. Lafe jumped at his 
friend’s offer, but on his return home was so unfortunate as 
to find a letter there making him the other offer, and Alle at 
home. Alle wanted the bigger money, but more still she clung 
to the husks of “refinement.” She desired above all things to 
remain among her afternoon-tea men and idle jazz-girls, 
those spectres of national decay, those bowing and mowing,5 
chewing and grimacing debauchees of manhood and woman-
hood who consider the acquirement of a good delivery of the 
Oxford bleat6 a real achievement, and manual labour a degra-
dation. It was a pitiable thing to see the slight slip of feminin-
ity twist the big dark man to her way.
“The four pounds ten is little, Lafe, but it may lead to some-
thing better, and you will still be my old Lafe; your hands will 
still be clean and soft. The extra money will not compensate 
me for the loss of your refinement, Lafe.”
“Refinement,” he mocked. “It’s not the loss of my refine-
ment you’re worrying about, you selfish, shallow little devil, 
it’s your own prestige among your precious friends. Will four 
pounds ten a week buy your silk stockings, your silk gar-
ments, your costumes and your powders, not to speak of your 
suppers, and seats at the opera-house and vaudeville? ”
“No, but neither will six pounds a week keep us. I will not 
be a common worker’s wife, Lafe. Something will turn up, 
something must turn up, before our money is all spent.” There 
was menace in her tone, but Lafe was too tired to notice. He 
had been out all day. His morning had been spent looking 
over various house properties with Holly and Lenore. His af-
ternoon had flown in going over the contract business with 
his friend. His botherment with his wife had sapped his men-
tal vigour, her querulous animadversions on his foolishness 
were a part of the daily round now; and he was tired.
The fine “big” side of Lafe, Alle was insensible to. She had 
never dreamt that his “stupid politics” might yet be the means 
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of carrying her along that primrose path to ease and afflu-
ence she wished so much to tread. She had known him to be 
a first-class journalist. She had also known, of course, he was 
considered a good public speaker, but, because of the class 
nature of his propaganda, she had declined to interest her-
self in this side of him. She was ashamed of it, in fact. Con-
sequently she knew nothing of the esteem in which he was 
held by his party leaders, nothing of the respect accorded him 
even by his political enemies; she had no idea that, from the 
North Cape to the Bluff,7 Lafe Osgood’s name carried weight 
and prestige, or that he was considered throughout to be the 
coming man of his party.
Lafe Osgood, the protestations of his good sense notwith-
standing, went to work in an office for four pounds ten a 
week. But Alle was not happy about it, and Lafe was mostly 
made miserable by her lamentations. She did curtail her ex-
penditure somewhat, but it was impossible for any two peo-
ple to live on four pounds ten a week. Each week a tidy sum 
was subtracted from their little hoard, even though Lafe re-
ceived quite good money for his stuff from papers in the cen-
tres. But he wrote little except for the one or two struggling 
worker’s papers, and from them he would take nothing by 
way of payment.
Under the pressure of financial distress his spirit was hard-
ening, growing savage. His thoughts more and more often 
veered towards politics, though he had refused all requests to 
take the platform since losing his job. He read and read, while 
Alle gallivanted with her friends and spent more and yet more 
of her time at her maiden home. Then his party leader per-
sonally asked him to conduct a big meeting on an important 
occasion and Lafe acceded.
Alle made a scene on hearing of it. She used words the 
man was shocked and disgusted to hear from her. She threat-
ened to leave him if he persisted in jeopardising his job a sec-
Lenore Divine74
ond time. But Lafe was adamant. To her threat he replied a 
quiet, “Very well,” which brought her to her senses and then 
turned her anger against herself for being too weak to carry 
out her threat. She hated that quiet imperviousness of his be-
cause it gave him absolute dominion over her. Her flurried, 
ravelled8 moods flattened against his frigid strength. “Very 
well,” he had said, and Alle knew she had been beaten. She 
carried her woes to her father, who offered her money as he 
had done before, but she had not yet come to the stage where 
she would accept it.
The meeting, which took place on a Sunday night, was a 
tremendous success. Lafe Osgood was brilliant. He spoke as 
he had never spoken before, rousing his audience to unprec-
edented heights of enthusiasm both for himself and for his 
subject-matter, but Alle was not there. She had for the first 
time really experienced a sneaking desire to be present when 
her man spoke, but pride forbade it. She was in bed when Lafe 
arrived home at eleven. She pretended to be asleep at first, but 
watched him undress through narrowed lids. He was looking 
tired and thoughtful and suddenly Alle felt very mean and 
small. She threw the blankets back and asked, “Did you have 
a good meeting?”
“Very fine. Very fine,” Lafe answered, rather gruffly it must 
be confessed. Silence, and then Alle tried again; “Have a good 
crowd?” Lafe, in process of taking off his collar, turned to her 
with a surprised smile. He woke up to the fact that she was 
trying to be agreeable, and met her half way.
“Why, yes—yes. The hall was crowded in all parts. Had a 
great collection. Best ever.”
“Who gets the money that’s over when the expenses are 
paid?”
“It goes into the party funds.”
So they hob-nobbed.9 And for a while afterwards they were 
on the old loving terms again.
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Chapter XIV
Lenore secured the leasehold of a fine big house of twenty 
rooms, not far from Alle’s peoples’ home. She took it over as a 
going concern doing good business of a select nature. She had 
not yet entirely regained her old-time bodily strength, but her 
ravelled nerves were calmed, her proud assurance and regal 
bearing were her own again. And motherhood had crowned 
her with the sweet graciousness, the deepened sympathies it 
brings to all good women. Into her straight-seeing but sleepy 
eyes had crept a gentleness wonderful to behold; there seemed 
no lack in her; she was good in the sight of man. She was rath-
er frightened of her new duties, but she took them up with 
zest, as she took up all things, realising well that what is worth 
doing is worth doing well, and knowing also that a good live-
lihood for them depended on her making a success of the new 
venture. Her tenants were mostly business people, with one or 
two professional people and tradesmen thrown in. The house 
was so good that she had none of the distressing happenings 
so common to second-rate apartment-houses, and there were 
no children to disturb the peace. The owners prohibited chil-
dren; they were so destructive.
Alle and Lafe spent much time with them, and to the latter 
Lenore and Holly were indebted for sound advice and help 
towards settling them down. Alle was awfully interested in the 
baby, though she was quite determined she would have none 
of her own. As soon as Lenore had a vacant flat Alle insisted 
that Lafe remove with her into it. She took to having the child 
in her rooms at all times, and by the time it was five months 
old it looked for her as eagerly as for Lenore. This develop-
ment in her was altogether unexpected by her intimates, and 
Lafe began to hope for a child of his own.
“It is no good to me, Lafe,” she told him. “Len’s baby is all 
right, but I should positively hate having one of my own. I’d be 
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frightened to death for one thing; and I should have to keep 
my own, and wash its dirty clothes. Ugh!” Lafe never argued 
this point. He acknowledged her right to absolute control 
over her own body.1
Lenore began to write. It was not her initial venture. Sun-
dry short stories from her pen had been accepted by the 
weekly journals years back, and it had been her custom to 
write weekly for her paper a simple but pretty little tale on 
some phase of nature study, for the children. Her house-
hold duties were not arduous, as she employed a maid to do 
the heavy work, so she was able to devote two hours every 
morning to studying the art of writing. She had pondered 
long over the subject-matter of her book. Her capacity to 
make good she never doubted; she felt herself able to pro-
duce something really big, a book instinct  with the germs 
of progress,2 vital to achieve, a real fighting force for the 
good of the race. She talked with Lafe, but found that his 
gifts did not coincide with hers. He was wrapped up in the 
ideas of his kind, and the writing of a book on any field of 
thought other than that of the economic seemed mere waste 
of time to him.
“It’s the fundamentals, the fundamentals, girl,” he insisted. 
“All phases of human functioning and thought are based on 
the economics of the time, as you know. If you want to do 
good, if you want to put your shoulder to the wheel of evolu-
tion, you must trace existing evils to their cause, which always 
lies in the field of economics. Otherwise you cannot do good.”
“But I can, Lafe. The cause of many evils of to-day lies sole-
ly in people’s ignorance of things which are not at all on the 
economic plane—or need not be. But never mind. I must at-
tempt that which I feel myself capable of performing; I must 
deal with those matters my temperament is best able to un-
derstand and therefore analyse.”
“Yes. You must follow your own bent.”
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So during the first twelve months of their life in this house, 
the four paved their way onward according to their several 
temperaments which, in the nature of things developing from 
essentially different fabrics, became more and more divergent 
as time went on. At the end of the twelve months they were, as 
regarded their conjugal relations, in a sorry plight. Holly and 
Lenore were making the best of things, for the child’s sake. At 
least, Lenore was making the best of things. Holly was per-
haps doing his best, but his best was pretty bad. He was work-
ing—engine driving—and had been doing so for six months, 
but he spent all he earned, mostly on spirits. He had devel-
oped the drink habit bad; so bad that Lenore now had a room 
of her own, but to this he did not object at all as, fortunately 
for both, the love tide which had swung them together had 
receded from him as from her. And the affection which Lafe 
had prophesied would usurp its place had not yet had birth. 
Lenore tolerated the man around her, she could even laugh 
at his witty sallies, and she had grown to some extent used to 
his drinking. His cranky notions had sorted themselves into 
a pretty fair philosophy, also, by this time, and he seemed to 
realise what a fool he had been. He showed all the old-time 
respect for Lenore Divine’s opinions, and many interesting 
discussions they had. But as his mentality grew stronger and 
finer, the rot of physical degeneration attacked him. Formerly 
active and hard-working he now grew lazy and dissolute, and 
the continual spirits were shattering his health. Occasionally, 
still, he and Lenore had their passionate moments, but they 
were growing few and far between.
Holly adored the child. He was a perfect father, not fool-
ishly adulatory, as one would have expected from his type, but 
sensible though inordinately loving.
Lenore hardly allowed herself to think of what Holly might 
become. She did not dare. She saw his proud fatherhood and 
the child’s eager devotion to him and she did not dare to 
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think. She had done her best. She had talked to him and at 
him in her most gracious manner; she had beseeched and en-
joined; she had prayed to him, for the child’s sake, but all to no 
purpose. Holly drank. And he did it lightly, inconsequently, 
refusing to make a tragedy of what he could not help.
But Lenore was not often miserable. She was engrossed 
in her work. Holly was a secondary consideration; for as her 
book took shape she felt herself to “spread,” as it were, in all 
directions. She felt increasingly conscious of depths, power, 
within herself; her sympathies developed and penetrated into 
the heart of mankind until she thought there was no mani-
festation of human nature she could not understand. She felt 
herself come close to all men; an affection for Holly, even 
when in his cups,3 took root and gradually germinated in her 
heart; she was patient with Alle’s tempestuous outbursts. Lafe 
Osgood became her brother in truth, and to see her with her 
babe stirred reverence in kindly hearts. Ecstasy, like unto the 
first pure outburst of the meadow lark, welled up in her soul at 
times and asked of her pen rare expression, honeyed words of 
faith and hope; and at these times Lenore would wish to leave 
the earth of vulgar tenor and wing away to realms of phantasy. 
She began to think that after all she had not a mission in life, 
as she had thought, that her gifts went more towards pure art-
istry, to the creation of pictures beautiful more in themselves 
than in the message they conveyed. Tears grew very friendly 
to her eyes. Formerly of an intense, quiet nature, her emotions 
now began to work surfacewards, and momentary flashes of 
her old thought-reading faculty returned to her.
The last half of this year had been a stormy, sorry pas-
sage of time for Alle. Lafe had flung himself heart and soul 
into party propaganda work. He allowed himself scarcely any 
relaxation; hardly any time at all would he give to Alle. To 
her demands that he take her out at nights he replied sim-
ply: “I have decided. You must realise that.” Once or twice he 
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had burst out exultantly before her about his work and the 
great goal he had in view, and at these times he awed the girl 
to some extent; but she could not be satisfied, even though 
Lenore had made her see that political honours were the lure 
that took him from his wife. Every night he read, attended 
committee meetings, addressed meetings, from platform or 
soap-box. He was a veritable tornado of strength to his party 
interests, and his name became a byword. The nearer he grew 
to his public, so in proportion did the breach widen between 
himself and Alle. At first sheer jealousy took its toll of the girl. 
A furious jealousy which never let up, and which reduced her 
to a pallid wreck. But Lenore Divine talked her out of this. 
Then loneliness punished her; the dreadful loneliness of the 
lovelorn. She lost all zest for the company of her friends. She 
took little interest in Lenore and little more in the baby, which 
was now about nine months old. Holly alone seemed able to 
cheer her up. Lenore exhorted her to have a child.
“You wouldn’t be at all lonely, Alle,” she said. “It would 
make a woman of you. And think of the pleasure it would 
give your mother. You’re the only child, remember.”
“I can’t afford to have a child.” Alle spoke crossly. “You’re 
always telling me to do this and to do that when you know 
perfectly well that we’re hard up. Four pounds ten a week, and 
it costs us six at least to live. I’m worried to death.”
“Yes, I know, but Lafe is sure of a seat in the House next 
election, and—Oh, Alle, can’t you see that the Labour Party is 
almost certain to get into power, and that means a portfolio 
for Lafe. It would have to be. He’s head and shoulders above 
his comrades; even above his chief. ”
“Yes, that’s all right. But in the meantime I’m going crazy 
with loneliness. I can’t write a book, like you, to take my mind 
off things—and I won’t have a child. I’m frightened too.”
Lenore, about that time, took in a young couple named 
Doom. They called themselves art specialists, and had but re-
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cently engaged in business in town. Good at their business 
they were, too, for they made every article they exposed in 
their windows and sale-room themselves. Cheap jewellery 
of the modern type was their speciality—ear-rings, arm and 
neck ornaments in enamel, and bead-work of all descriptions. 
They did a great business. The woman was a frail-looking bru-
nette with languishing manners and a silky voice. The man 
was big and bustling, heavy jowled and dark, with a remark-
ably big paunch for so young a man. And with these two Alle 
took up; or rather, they took her up.
Benjamin Doom was the type of man who likes to claim 
acquaintance with celebrities. And he was no fool. He saw a 
future ahead of Lafe Osgood. Not that he saw much of Lafe. 
But Mrs. Lafe, of course, was the next best thing, so he and 
his wife cultivated Alle. She was too blind, too full of bour-
geois sentiment, to appreciate the figure her husband cut in 
public life. Money was the standard by which Alle measured 
a man’s importance, and she just could not assimilate the fact 
that a man earning four pounds ten a week could be consid-
ered of social consequence. She began to go about with the 
Dooms—to the cabaret, to picture shows, to the theatre. They 
introduced her to their friends, some of whom were quite all 
right, and some of whom—well, would not have been con-
sidered all right by Osgood. They were of the too obviously 
jazz type, and as Alle tended towards that type herself it was 
very bad for her to be thrown among them without Lafe’s 
restraining influence.
A youthful marriage had not been good for Alle. Marriage 
usually develops and intensifies premarital tendencies. So it 
was with Alle. She began to lead a gay life again, usually going 
out and returning with the Dooms, but not always remaining 
with them all the time. Without acquainting Lafe she one day 
dug deeper into their hoard of money and bought several new 
dresses. Not because she feared Lafe, but just in a spirit of ir-
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ritation. She would make him take an interest in her. But alas! 
When he came home from work that evening, all thought of 
her pretty dresses flew away, for Osgood had news for her. He 
had left his work in order to make an organising tour of the 
country in the Labour Party interests.
Alle felt her cheeks blanch. “Do you expect me to accom-
pany you?” she asked freezingly.
“Not at all.” Lafe took her in his arms. “Little girl, this life is 
pretty rotten for you, I know, but think of the great work. It’s a 
new world we’re building, Alle, a new world.”
Alle drew away from him. “It’s a world I know nothing 
about, Lafe. The only world I know is the one I’m living in. 
You don’t even want me to accompany you, do you?”
“I must go into all sorts of places, girl. Timber camps, rough 
mining camps, all the little out-of-the-way places. I’d love to 
have you. I hate to leave you, but I am the right man for the 
work, the only man for the work, so I must go. Afterwards—”
“Yes, afterwards. What about afterwards? And what money 
are you getting for this tour?”
“Five pounds a week and expenses. We can save money, 
girl, and afterwards have a holiday together. I’ll be away a long 
time though.”
“Yes, I suppose so”—sarcastically. “But that’s quite a little 
thing, of course. Oh, don’t worry about me. I can make out all 
right by myself for—for twelve months. I don’t matter at all in 
comparison with the ‘movement.’ ”
Alle cried with disappointment and vexation, and Lafe 
Osgood did for her a thing he despised himself for doing. He 
expatiated on the material advantages a political career held 
out for him. He knew that the feet of this tinsel-souled little 
woman were firmly planted upon the earth; the horizon of 
her hopes lay along the old familiar paths; no “new world” vi-
sion obscured for her the drab realities of average life, so he 
gave her the food her stomach craved. He felt sick to do it. He 
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cleaned his mouth with clear cold water afterwards, and for a 
few minutes a hatred of the girl lying upon the couch swept 
over him. He saw her as one with the system of which she was 
the product; saw those slim soft fingers of hers sharpen into 
the talons of greed; her soft body assume the aspect of vice; her 
Oriental eyes take on the basilisk stare of the snake. It mattered 
not to her how the silken garments clinging to her soft limbs 
had been fashioned. A tear in every stitch maybe, a sigh woven 
in every warp and woof.4 The man thought for a moment that 
the sheen upon her silver crêpe-de-Chine frock was the liquid 
sheen of woman’s tears. He remained by the little kitchenette 
door, a towel clutched in his hands, and hatred swept over him 
in a vicious wave. “I will leave her. I will not come back to her,” 
he thought. “Let her live after the manner of her kind.”
Then Alle, calmed and satisfied by his loving words and 
promises, turned to him in her frank way and said: “You should 
have gone to Lenore first, dear, with your news. She would 
have rejoiced with you, whereas I’ve been a nasty little pig. It 
wouldn’t have been so bad for you if you had seen Lennie first.”
The red mist vanished from before Lafe’s eyes, the hatred 
from his heart. He sat upon the couch beside her. “I suppose it 
would be best for you to go home while I’m away. Your people 
would be pleased.”
To his surprise Alle was not enthusiastic. “Oh, I don’t 
know,” she said slowly. “I’ve got used to being with Lennie and 
the baby—and I like the Dooms.”
Lafe said sharply: “Haven’t quarrelled with your mother 
I hope?”
“Quarrelled! No, of course not. But Mother has tended to 
get just a little bit bossy lately and—and—she would expect 
me to sit at home and knit and mope while you were away.”
“Oh!” Lafe thought, searching her face the while. But Alle 
met his eyes squarely. There was no guile in her; she never pre-
tended to be a prude or any other than what she was. “Well, 
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please yourself, but don’t be a fool. I don’t care too much for 
these Dooms—not for the man, anyhow. The little woman 
seems nice enough.”
Alle laughed. “Oh, sure. The little women are always all right 
in a man’s eyes. But I agree with you. I like her best myself.”
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Chapter XV
“Sonsy1 Boy! Come on now. Walk for Daddy. Hurrah. Sonsy 
boy! No lolly2 legs about him, Len. There, now. Did you see 
that, Alle? The little beggar got up himself.”
Lenore Divine, Holly, Alle, and Mrs. Doom were gathered 
in the Virtues’ back-yard on a sunny Sunday morning. Hol-
ly was encouraging the efforts of his little son, Lafe, to walk, 
and the others were interested spectators. Lenore was looking 
happy; profound mother-love beamed from her heavy-lidded 
eyes, and her mouth curved in a delicious smile. Pretty, dis-
jointed phrases came from her; “Pretty pet,” “mother’s love,” 
and she involuntarily clutched at the child each time he stum-
bled, but Holly was always before her. Alle had been washing 
her henna’ d hair. She held a towel in both hands, and would 
now and again give her head a vigorous rub. Her face was 
rather pallid without its usual covering of rouge and pink 
powder. Mrs. Doom had forgotten her languid manner under 
the influence of the interest quickened in her by the child’s 
antics. She was showing the best that was in her natural self. 
As were they all. The bonny babe, charmingly pretty, patently 
showing off. Its tiny pink toes spreading to get a purchase on 
the sandy floor; the fat, dimpled legs of it; the tousled head of 
tawny hair like Holly’s own; and emanating from it the spirit 
of babyhood that puts to shame the shams and follies of later 
life. Heather Doom had forgotten her languid manner. She 
sat upon an upturned wheelbarrow, leaning forward, and now 
and again clapping her hands and urging the child on.
Suddenly Lenore became aware that a stranger stood 
among them. He had come along the asphalt path that ran 
beside the house without disturbing them because of the 
rubber-soled shoes he wore. The white shoes caught Lenore’s 
eyes. She started up, and her companions rose also, Holly lift-
ing the child in his arms. Lenore gave a little cry and ran to-
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wards the stranger, her hands outstretched. “I know you,” she 
cried. “You are Ngaire’s brother, Kowhatu.”3
“Yes,” he answered, and took her hands. “I am Ngaire’s 
brother. She sent me to see you.”
Holly welcomed him heartily, and the other two women 
gazed on him wide-eyed. “Whew!” exclaimed Alle softly. 
“What a beauty!”
“Beauty’s right,” murmured Mrs. Doom.
He stood well over six feet high; slim, lithe, and upright as a 
dart. His hand was small and beautifully shaped, yet its grasp 
when he shook hands was as steel. His features were curiously 
unlike his sister’s. In place of her breadth of nostril he had 
the thin, hooked nose of some tribes, and his mouth, though 
large, was almost thin-lipped. When he removed his hat his 
hair, brushed straight back from his brow, showed wavy and 
of the reddish tint of the Urukehu.4 His skin was dark, very 
dark for a Maori. The pure golden brown of his race was sun-
darkened almost to mahogany hue. Lenore, gazing on him 
and feeling vaguely the first remote stirrings of an urge to-
wards him, thought of all the accomplishments, the achieve-
ments, the virtues of this man as his sister had enumerated 
them. High purpose was stamped upon him; strength of mind 
and of body evulgated5 from him, and the softness of his race 
was there, the softness and poetry of his race, which doubt-
less found expression through the medium of his violin and 
vocalising. He amazed these people because he was so unlike 
the Maori as they knew him. The city-dweller of New Zealand 
knows little of the native race, and what little he knows does 
not tend to elevate the status of the brown man. The savage 
cannibal,6 withal possessed of a chivalry, a high morality, such 
as his white conqueror has only aspired to, usually cannot in 
two generations assimilate the ideology of a complex civilisa-
tion. If he assimilates it, as in rare cases, he does not find in 
his physical make-up the wherewithal to meet its demands 
Lenore Divine86
upon him. The call of the pah7 is strong; the craving for the 
old-time, strong foods gnaws at the stomach. Some few, of the 
Ngatoro type and approaching it, are strong enough and fine 
enough to be both Maori and European; to take pride in the 
blood of their race and unfailingly reverence its customs and 
to live, gracefully, the life of the European.
Kowhatu Ngatoro had come to Wellington on business in 
connection with the station of which he was master. As he 
expected to remain in the city for some weeks, Lenore insisted 
that he make her house his home, and he was only too glad 
to do so. Each morning for the first week he spent in town on 
business, but the afternoons and evenings he devoted to Leno-
re. Both Alle and Mrs. Doom showed a disposition to flirt with 
him; but it was all on their side, for, though he proved a great 
fun-maker, full of quips and cranks8 and sunshine, at the least 
sign of looseness in their behaviour towards him he froze. 
Alle was sensible. She thought far too much of her old friends 
and of the man himself to lower herself in their eyes. Her flir-
tatious bent was a candid, clean sort of thing, but Mrs. Doom 
showed herself in rather a bad light. Lenore grew quite sorry 
for her, for her behaviour soon left little doubt in any one’s 
mind that she was a weakling and infatuated with the Maori. 
She dogged his footsteps; invented excuses to stay home from 
work in order to be with him in the afternoons, when as a 
rule he never left Lenore’s side. She intruded. Kowhatu was 
always courteous to her, but he was watchful, as others could 
see. The silly little woman talked foolishly, openly wooed him 
with her glances. She began to touch him on any excuse, until 
one evening when the three women and two men were in the 
kitchen he quietly put her in her place. He was seated on a 
stool before the stove, with his long legs stretched out before 
him and the child on the floor between them. He was pulling 
all sorts of funny faces, making the child crow delightedly, 
when the little brunette, who was behind him, stepped up and 
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lifted his rather long hair. “How coarse your red hair is!” she 
said foolishly, dropping her other hand upon his shoulder.
Kowhatu glanced over at Lenore, who dropped her eyes, 
ashamed for the other woman. Then he put up his hand and 
lifted the one off his shoulder. “I do like a decent woman, Mrs. 
Doom,” he said gently, then went on playing with the baby 
as though nothing had happened. The red blood suffused the 
silly woman’s face. She snatched her hand away with an “Oh!” 
Alle laughed loudly and cried: “Look at him, Len! He’s imitat-
ing Kowhatu; he’s putting the tip of his tongue right under his 
chin.” Lenore and Holly forced a laugh and surrounded the 
infant. Mrs. Doom silently withdrew.
Alle followed her to her room. “It served you right,” she 
said. “What on earth did you fool with him like that for? You 
should have had more sense. Gentlemen won’t stand that sort 
of thing.”
“Gentleman! Gentlemen, eh? Why, he’s only a common 
Maori.”
Alle turned to the door. “It is you who are common to talk 
in that way. He’s a wonderful man, and honours us by coming 
among us, and you know it.”
“I know something else too”—viciously. “He’s in love with 
your precious Lenore, and she’s in love with him. You can put 
that in your pipe and smoke it.” Alle flung the door open and 
banged it after her. She had thought that much herself, but 
had no intention of discussing it with anyone.
After the brown man had retired, and Holly and Lenore 
were left alone in the kitchen, Holly said: “Our friend was 
rather hard on the little woman, don’t you think?”
“Yes, but it will do her good. She was impudent.”
Holly brought a whiskey-bottle from the pantry and un-
corked it. Lenore sat beside the table, her elbows resting upon 
it, her face cupped in her hands. A quiet, dreamy enthusiasm 
inspired her. Her love for the visitor had not yet burned into 
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passion; it was as yet a quiet, pleasant warmth that delighted 
in his presence and made life beautiful. It had not worried her 
at all, for it yet lacked the sex element, the first manifestation 
of which made her life with Holly obnoxious to her. And she 
knew that Kowhatu felt the same about her. She knew he de-
lighted in her presence.
Holly gulped down a glass of whiskey and hot water, and 
said: “It’s hard luck, all the same, for a woman to get struck on 
a man like that. I can understand it right enough. Those great, 
liquid eyes would make a fool of any woman.”
“Yes, he is so beautiful,” murmured Lenore.
Alle peeped in, wrapped in a kimono.9 “Say, aren’t you two 
in bed yet? I want a drink.” She took a cup off the dresser and 
went towards the scullery door, casting a furtive look on the 
whiskey-bottle. Holly, slowly pouring himself another drink, 
caught her glance and grinned derisively. She turned quickly 
back to him. “Let’s have a taste, Hol. Be a sport.”
Holly lifted the bottle in one hand and his glass in the oth-
er. “And what would Lafe say, do you think?”
“Bother Lafe.” She grabbed at the bottle and Lenore woke 
up. “Alle!” she gasped. “You don’t mean to say you would 
drink whiskey? Don’t let her, Holly.”
“Right you are, old lady. Drop it.” Alle stepped back. “Now 
that comes of the wine business. First the wine and then the 
whiskey. Don’t you know what whiskey-drinking girls come 
to?”
Alle shrugged and walked to the water-tap. Lenore was 
white. “Oh, Alle, not really? Not really, dear? Lafe would never 
get over it. It would kill him.”
“Not it,” said Holly coolly. “Lafe would simply do the prop-
er thing, as usual. He would beat her.”
“Oh, don’t make such a fuss, Len. Good gracious! Heather 
Doom always drinks whiskey, and so do lots of other girls I 
know. Quite nice girls.”
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“No, not nice girls, Alle. Why, I had thought you had even 
stopped drinking wine. You told me you had.”
“So I had—for a while. But everywhere I go there’s wine—
and I love it. Lafe had no business running away and leaving 
me.”
“Promise me you won’t drink whiskey, anyhow. Promise 
me, Alle.”
“Oh, all right, if you’re so struck on it. Good-night.” Off she 
went. Lenore gathered up a few small articles and prepared to 
retire. She was upset, and Holly, seeing this, said nothing, but 
he thought: “There’s a lot of difference in getting drunk on 
whiskey and getting drunk on wine.”
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Chapter XVI
This had happened on a Friday night, when Kowhatu had 
been with them for about three weeks. On the following Sat-
urday night he was alone with Lenore in the kitchen, a big 
room very comfortably furnished, usually used by Lenore as 
kitchen, dining-room, and sitting-room rolled into one. Holly 
had gone to a football match that afternoon, and had not re-
turned. Alle had not been into the kitchen that day. Kowhatu 
and Lenore had spent the afternoon together in the back-yard, 
chatting pleasurably. They never tired of talking. Though the 
Maori knew nothing of the trend of thought to which Lenore 
had chiefly applied herself he had read widely in the field of 
good, light literature and remembered what he had read. And 
he understood, more than anyone Lenore had met before, the 
art of conversing, the gentle ebb and flow of talk which really 
constitutes conversation.
He had been astonished to learn that afternoon that Lenore 
was not acquainted with John Galsworthy.1 “I cannot under-
stand it,” he had said. “Why, you do not know contemporary 
literature at all if you do not know The Saga. It is the book of the 
decade, an epic, wonderful in every sense of the word, and to 
a person of your persuasion, to one interested in historical de-
velopment, it would be even more wonderful than it is to me.”
“Why, what sort of a book is it?” Lenore was astonished. 
“I have always understood Galsworthy to be a quiet old 
bourgeois.”
Kowhatu rose from his seat and walked up and down be-
fore her. “I don’t understand just exactly what you mean,” 
he said. “It seemed to me, and to Ngaire too, that he had his 
finger right on the pulse of the force that makes for progress 
when he wrote that book. He saw and understood the rise and 
growth of Imperialism in England; he wrote an epic of the last 
two generations, and in the last volume drew a picture of the 
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present, and in the doing of it he epitomised within the two 
covers of the complete work the brightest flame of his own 
rare genius; and I tell you, dear lady, that the strength of that 
fire is such that it places John Galsworthy for ever in the fir-
mament of literary stars.”
“Oh, Kowhatu! And to think that I have not read it! You 
know, the chief of my paper read it and told me that it wasn’t 
up to much. I might have known from that that it was great. I 
shall buy it on Monday morning.”
“No, I shall buy it for you. You will allow me that pleasure? It 
will give me a great happiness to introduce you to Galsworthy.”
“Why of course.”
The brown man’s meticulous speech, a neatness char-
acteristic of his race when educated,2 always fell pleasantly 
upon her ears.
And so the afternoon had gone, with pleasant chatting and 
play with the child. And while Lenore had bathed and pre-
pared the latter for bed Kowhatu had got the tea,3 slicing ham 
and preparing a delicious salad. Holly not returning, they 
ate it alone, with the child sitting in its high chair between 
them. No mischievous thoughts rose to cloud their happiness. 
In the evening, immediately after tea, Lenore put the child 
to bed and got out her writing materials for an hour’s work. 
The man took a book and sat at one end of the table, she at 
the other. While she knitted her brows in thought he tried 
to read, but his eyes would stray from the page and light on 
the bent head of the woman. His thoughts wandered in many 
channels but the image of Lenore accompanied them in each 
and all: northwards to his home in the Waikato, to which he 
must shortly return or else—in paths strange to him hitherto, 
paths opening out before him under urge of his love for that 
woman there. Sadness attacked him, for the first time. A slow 
sadness that gradually ate into the very crevices of his being. It 
puckered up his fine features. That woman there was the only 
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woman in the world for him; he knew that well enough now. 
He had had experiences with women, with white, unmarried 
girls, of course. They had left him little choice, on his visits to 
Auckland. The girls of his own race he was above trifling with. 
It was not the Maori way to trifle. That was a trick the Pakeha4 
girl had taught him. But that woman was married. Kowhatu 
liked Holly Virtue, who welcomed him in his home. The real 
situation suddenly forced itself home on the man. Holly’s 
wife. A child, too. Ah! The pain. It was harrowing. And he sat 
there so quietly, not daring, now, to look over at her for fear 
he might catch her eye and she see—. He did not think at all 
about the future, about what might or could happen. He did 
not even take Lenore herself into account. All he could see just 
then was a little family group, happy and contented: Holly, the 
husband, cheery, if incomprehensible; Lenore the mother and 
wife, and the bonny babe the link between the two. Where 
was he in relation to the group? An outsider, a rank outsider. 
Just a friend, a welcome friend. He sat under the spell of the 
discovery he had made for some time, never meeting the girl’s 
eye when it so often chanced upon him. But by and by she 
threw down her pencil and pushed the paper away. “It’s no 
use,” she said. “I can’t write when you’re about. Oh, Kowhatu, 
tell me more about your home-life. I love it.” She leaned back 
in her chair, knitting her hands behind her head. Her cheeks 
were flushed with the efforts she had been making to concen-
trate; her sleepy eyes shone brilliantly between the slits of her 
heavy lids. The man looked up at her slowly and tried to smile. 
The light departed from Lenore’s face; it became disturbed, 
uneasy. Then suddenly her eyes opened wide with a flash-
ing eagerness that caused the man to start and blink, and she 
cried, starting up: “I can read your thoughts. It’s come back. 
I see your thoughts. You love me. Oh, Kowhatu, you love me 
and you are sad!” She pushed her chair back. It fell over with a 
crash, but she did not hear. The man rose. She was beside him 
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in a twinkling, her hands upon his shoulders, her eager face 
reaching up. “Kowhatu! Kowhatu!” she breathed. “My brown 
man ! My Maori!”
His arms went round her. “Lennie! Lennie! Oh, Lennie!”
He loved the woman, loved her mightily, carried away 
by the ecstasy of her touch and by the reciprocated fervour. 
With abandon and utter forgetfulness of all but themselves, 
he loved her until, the tropic exuberance of his love-storm 
overpowering her almost to the point of insensibility, he was 
brought to his senses.
Trembling, he put her away from him into the chair he 
had vacated. Her head fell upon the table, and she rested. He 
lifted her chair from the floor and sat on it. So they remained 
for perhaps five minutes. Then Lenore lifted her head and 
smiled feebly upon him.
“Now what about it?” he said despairingly.
“I feel so strange, Kowhatu,” said the girl gently.
“Strange. It is awful.”
She sat up straight. “Awful. What do you mean?”
He dropped his head. “You are a married woman, dear one. 
But hark! Here is Holly.”
Lenore listened. She turned cold as ice. “Yes, it is Holly, 
and—he is drunk.”
“Drunk. Really drunk?”
“Yes, really drunk. He is often drunk; but to-night he is 
specially drunk. Hear that?”
Holly was in the scullery fumbling for the kitchen door. He 
swore, amiably enough, because he could not find the handle. 
Kowhatu looked nonplussed and upset. “I did not know,” he 
said foolishly, and then added: “Naturally.”
Holly entered. His face was red and covered with perspi-
ration, his hat was stuck on the back of his head, and one 
leg of his good black suit was dusty and split at the knee. He 
looked apologetically at the two. “‘Lo, Len. ‘Lo, Kowhatu.” 
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Neither answered. The Maori’s face showed stern disgust 
and anger, and Lenore was looking from one to the other, 
sizing them up. Holly was crestfallen at their silence. He 
took off his hat and very deliberately tried to hang it on the 
door-knob, from which it fell again and again. He perse-
vered, however, and at last managed to hang it firmly. Then, 
still very deliberately, he sat down. “Sorry, Len. Apologise, 
Kowhatu. Had a win on the match, you know. Great team, 
Ponèke.4 Got a bit jolly, naturally.” Lenore giggled hysteri-
cally. Holly noticed the rent in his trouser-leg. He drew it 
together. “Foolish little accident, Len. Must ‘a’ slipped over.” 
He looked from one to the other of his audience. “Say, snap-
py little party we seem to be having.” To Lenore; “Alle home? 
No, eh? I’ll bet she’ll be having one snappy little party, if she 
sticks with that crowd I saw her with at the match. Time Lafe 
was home, that’s what I say.”
“Who was she with?” Lenore was startled.
“Crowd you don’t know. Aw, I dunno, anyhow. Might be all 
right. Might not. Not your sort. But I’ll go to bed, I think, Len. 
‘Xcuse me, old chap. Bit seedy,6 you know. Sorry, old lady.” He 
took his hat and apologetically backed out of the room.
“So!” It was all the brown man said.
“It’s a disease with him,” said Lenore dully. “Incurable now, 
I think. It will kill him in time. He’s a bundle of nerves. I’m ex-
pecting him to get the sack any time. He’s not fit to be trusted 
with machinery.”
Silence for a long time, and then Kowhatu flung round on 
her. “How can you stand it? How can you live with that? A 
pure, good woman like you.”
“You don’t understand,” cried the girl. “Holly didn’t get 
drunk when I married him, though the glass or two he took 
then disgusted me more than his drunken bouts do now. Peo-
ple living intimately together grow together, Kowhatu. You 
like Holly yourself when he’s sober, don’t you?”
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“Yes.” The man spoke grudgingly. “But I can’t bear to think 
of you and that —”
“We occupy separate rooms, Kowhatu,” said Lenore gen-
tly. “Holly never bothers me. We ceased to love each other 
long ago.”
His head shot up. “Ah, then I can take you! I can take you, 
Lenore. You’ll come home with me.” His small hand reached 
along the table to her.
She stared at him. “Go home with you. Why, what do you 
mean? For a holiday?”
“No, for good. Don’t look like that, Lenore. You can’t go on 
living with Holly now. You must realise that.”
“But—but—You are making too big a thing of it, Kowhatu—”
“What do you mean?” he interrupted her sharply, his great 
eyes narrowing. “You are a good woman.”
Lenore looked bewildered. “I don’t know. I don’t know! 
Good is such a—a problematical word. You’re making too big 
a thing of it for me to face all at once. I can’t think.”
“I don’t need to think. The only right and proper thing is 
for you to walk right out of this house with me now.”
They sat looking at each other. Time crept by and still 
they sat there, content to be with each other. At ten o’ clock 
Lenore went into Holly’s bedroom to see if he were sleeping. 
He was sprawled across the bed, his socks, trousers and col-
lar still on. He snored. She threw a quilt over him and went 
back to the other man. The Maori’s reddish hair gleamed 
like copper in the electric light, and his handsome face as 
he turned it towards her seemed glorified by his love. She 
smiled at him as she prepared a cup of tea. “We’ll have some 
supper, eh?”
“Just as you like,” he answered softly. He got up and walked 
about. Lenore’s eyes followed his slightest move. She poured 
out the tea, and as he took a cup from her said: “I think I shall 
eat you up.7 Then I shall have you safe.”
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“You have me safe. You have me for ever.” He put the cup 
upon the table. “How can I drink tea? All the sweet draughts 
in the world I can drink in your kisses; the light of your eyes 
goes to my head like wine; the touch of your hand is meat to 
me.” He caressed her, gently and tenderly.
“Tell me some more,” she whispered. “White men do not 
say such things, Kowhatu.”
And so they made love-play, till, at eleven o’ clock, Lenore 
was startled by a sharp ring at the front door bell. “Who can 
that be at this time of night? And I don’t think Alle could have 
come in yet. I have forgotten everything but you, Kowhatu.” 
She hurried through the house to the front door and opened it.
Alle was there—Alle and two other girls whom Lenore did 
not know. Each of these had an arm around Alle, and one of 
them also held her hat.
“What is it?” asked Lenore quickly. “Is Alle sick?”
“Yes,” said one. Both the strangers were looking rather 
frightened. “She’s sick. We brought her home. Come on in, 
Alle.” They dragged her into the hall and put her down upon 
a seat without her having uttered a word. Indeed she seemed 
asleep, for her eyes were closed. Lenore felt frightened to 
death. The other girls went off, quickly without giving her 
time to question them further. Vaguely she heard a man’s 
voice from the gate and then the departure of a car. She bent 
over Alle, who had fallen sideways upon the seat. “A doctor!” 
Lenore thought, and ran down the hallway for the man in the 
kitchen. “Quick!” she cried. Come quick and get a doctor. Alle 
is sick in the hall.”
He hurried along with her, and bent for an instant over 
the girl. Slowly he straightened himself and looked at Lenore. 
“She’s drunk,” he said.
Lenore was stricken. She covered her face with her hands, 
crying: “Oh! Oh! I am ashamed! I am ashamed!” Then: “Quick! 
Let’s get her away before anyone comes.”
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Kowhatu picked the girl up and followed Lenore to her 
room, where he placed her, none too gently, upon the bed. 
Lenore, crying bitterly, took off Alle’s shoes and placed the 
blankets over her.
“Don’t cry. She’s not worth it. You mustn’t cry. I can’t stand it.”
“I’m not crying for her, but for her husband.”
“Oh! How’s that? What’s her husband to you?”
“He is my best friend and the grandest man in the world. 
He thinks the world of her.”
“Well, don’t worry. This would soon kill his love. Ugh! 
Hear it!”
Poor Alle was stirring. She opened her eyes and began to 
retch. Lenore hurried to her. She was sick all over the bedside 
rug. She fell back on the pillow and mumbled: “Only wine, 
Len. No whiskey, b’lieve me.”
“Go and bring her up a cup of strong tea, will you, Kow-
hatu?” said Lenore. A slow wrath against the girl was gather-
ing within her, but she saw the futility of saying anything then.
Kowhatu returned with a cup of tea, and Lenore made Alle 
drink it. In a minute she was sound asleep.
Back in the kitchen the man said: “Now you get to bed. 
You’re knocked out with all this.”
“I’m sorry it happened to-night, dear one. It was so beauti-
ful before. Don’t think too hardly of Alle. She’s a silly, weak 
little soul. It’s this wining, Kowhatu. This might happen to any 
girl—any girl that drinks wine. And they nearly all do.”
“No nice girl drinks wine,” he said sternly. “Girls are not 
idiots. They know that wine is intoxicating. There is no excuse 
whatever for them. And even if there were, one must con-
demn them just the same. You’ll never get rid of a vice by 
condoning it on the ground that it is excusable. Besides, it 
doesn’t end with this drunkenness, Lenore. You should know 
that. Think of that kid upstairs and of the brutes she must 
have been with —”
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“Oh, yes, it is dreadful. But it shall not happen again—not 




Lenore slept soundly. On awaking she forced her thoughts 
away from her love, forced them on to the subject of Alle. She 
hurried with the baby’s bath, with the breakfast for herself, 
Holly and Kowhatu.
Holly arose as fresh as a daisy and quite cheery. He chat-
tered blithely to the other man and made little Lafe scream 
delightedly with his tomfoolery.
Kowhatu had entered the kitchen happily, very happily; 
but as the meal progressed and he saw Lenore laugh with the 
child at Holly’s sallies, saw the girl’s mother-love expressed in 
numberless little things, saw Holly’s fatherly pride, his hap-
piness wilted away. He had forgotten the child, forgotten the 
link between those two. He wondered whether Lenore would 
take the child or leave it with Holly. Pain, he could see, was for 
one or the other—over that child.
Holly, his meal ended, got up from the table and lifted the 
boy from his chair. “You should get married, Kowhatu,” he 
said. “Nothing like married life when you’ve got a kid like this. 
Eh, Len?”
His words struck right to the girl’s heart. Holly went out 
into the yard and she turned to the Maori—met his eyes with 
pain in them. “Married—will you get married?” she demand-
ed passionately. For Holly’s words awoke her passions; called 
the primitive woman into play.
“I will marry you,” he answered.
Lenore was frightened at herself. She sat there trembling, 
trying to calm her thoughts, her senses, trying to still the 
throbbing in her throat. She had not dreamed of such passion, 
such desire, within herself. It had leapt out at the man fiercely, 
with elemental savagery. “You will be my lover,” she said. He 
leant over and gripped her shoulder.
“I shall be your husband, or—nothing.”
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She laughed, then rose and poured out a cup of tea. “I’m 
going to Alle,” she said, and left the room with the tea.
She entered Alle’s room without knocking, expecting to 
find the girl still asleep. But Alle was awake and turned a 
frightened, drawn face to Lenore.
The latter’s face was hard as flint. “I’ve brought you a cup of 
tea,” she said curtly, and put it down beside the bed.
A hint of defiance crept into Alle’s eyes. “Thanks,” she 
said. “Now before you start your lecture let me tell you that 
I’m finished. I’m through. It won’t happen again. No more 
wine for me.”
“In that case we’ll dispense with the lecture,” said Lenore 
quietly. “But how much faith can I place in your word, Alle? 
You’ve told me before—”
“Yes, yes. I know. But you can bet your bottom dollar on 
me this time, Len. My God. It was awful. If you only knew.” 
She covered her eyes with her hand.
“Knew what? What was awful? Alle, where were you last 
night, and what happened?”
“Nothing really, Len. At least—oh, don’t let’s talk of it! I 
went to a girl’s place. The crowd she had was rotten. I tried to 
leave. They wouldn’t let me go. Made me drink wine—glass 
after glass of it.” She shuddered, spilling the tea on the bed. 
Horror stared out of her face. She began to cry, “Oh, Len.”
Lenore felt her flesh creep. She did not touch the girl’s 
outstretched hand. “Alle, what happened?” Her words were 
hardly audible.
Alle stopped crying. She got out of bed and stood before 
her friend; even her lips were colourless. “I—don’t—know!” 
she whispered. “I—don’t—know! So help me God, Len, I 
don’t know!” On the last words her voice shrilled out almost 
to a scream. She struck her hands together, then swung round 
and fell in a heap at Lenore’s feet.
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Chapter XVIII
With curses in her heart Lenore knelt and ministered to the 
girl. “This comes of the wining,” she said aloud. “You don’t 
know what happened, you poor kid, but you’ve a pretty good 
idea all the same. It may be all for the best, anyhow, if it has 
taught you a lesson.”
Funny, it was, that another aspect of the case did not strike 
her, the aspect which Alle herself had picked on right away. 
When the girl had come to and was snug in bed again Lenore 
sent Holly and the baby up to cheer her up a bit. Thinking the 
incident closed she gave little more thought to it. She longed 
for Sunday to go by so that she could have the brown man all 
to herself.
Lenore was very simple in some ways, as simple and guile-
less as a child. She was many-sided; her nature was as com-
plex as society itself. She was naturally free, as all women are, 
where her emotions were concerned. To man alone, with rare 
exception, is given the moral bent. To the unspoiled woman 
natural consummation of healthy desire is the strictest moral-
ity; the opposite lies in the loveless communion sanctioned by 
man-made custom. Let woman alone, and true morality can 
take care of itself. Shackle her, bind her with the chains of eco-
nomic dependence, make of her a gilded ornament, give her 
such conditions of life as call for the painted lips, the pallid, 
sickening smiles of whoredom, and she falls from the height 
of God and becomes one with the dust of the earth.
Lenore knew that she had sinned with Holly. She had 
sinned in allowing him to possess her without desire on her 
part. She had sinned out of kindness, out of affection, but the 
sin had not been a great sin because she had felt no repulsion 
towards Holly, and she had given freely, under no economic 
urge. But she knew that her sin would be great and inexcus-
able did she allow Holly any husbandly privilege now that she 
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was in love with Kowhatu. Not that the situation called for any 
worry on that score. Holly seemed as indifferent to her now 
as she was to him. Curious thoughts about Holly sometimes 
came into her mind; for, as she knew him, he was a deeply 
passionate man, a man with no hint of asceticism in him. But 
she suppressed them as unworthy of her.
So all this Sunday Lenore thought about her position. She 
tried to look at it from all points of view, to be as practi-
cal as possible. There was the remark of the brown man that 
morning, “I shall be your husband or—nothing.” Well, she 
didn’t give too much importance to that. He just didn’t un-
derstand things, about the baby, about Holly’s helplessness 
without her, that was all. When she explained, that would be 
all right. She must tell him how marriage had ruined Holly. It 
was strange how quickly Holly had gone to pieces after mar-
riage. She had plainly not been the kind of woman for Holly. 
She wondered if things would have been the same if he had 
married some other kind of woman. A fantastic idea came to 
her that perhaps her undoubted strength had fed, harpy-like, 
on Holly’s will-power and thus reduced him to the wreck he 
was. Anyhow, she felt responsible for him. Without her he 
would soon become a bar-loafer. And apart from that there 
was the child. To deprive the man of his child, the light of 
his eyes, was a barbarity a decent woman could not even 
contemplate, and as for leaving the child herself—. The idea 
never touched her brain. Kowhatu would see at once the ab-
surdity of his remark.
She wondered whether she had better tell Holly. Did hon-
esty demand it? Or expediency? Fear of a “scene” did not en-
ter into this calculation. She thought Holly would probably 
be annoyed if she told him, thinking that the occasion called 
for upset he did not feel and had no desire to display. So long 
as he had the baby and she looked after him she knew Holly 
would not worry. The personal element no longer existed for 
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him, and anything she did must be right, anyhow. She decided 
to say nothing to him, as he might talk when drunk. He was 
garrulous as an old woman in his cups.
So the situation, as she presented it to herself, showed lit-
tle need for worry. If Kowhatu loved her as she loved him he 
would do as she asked: get a manager for his station and live 
in Wellington—most of the time anyhow.
The trouble began on the Monday, at lunch. Lenore had 
been busy all the morning, hurrying so that she would have 
the afternoon free. Kowhatu had been out on business. He 
looked tired as he sat down at the table. Lenore remarked it.
“Yes, I’m tired. These pavements worry me.” He looked 
up at her. “I’m going home next Monday. Are you going with 
me?”
She was unprepared for his directness. He was so sure, so 
simple. When he spoke it seemed as though argument were 
foolish. But she said with a smile: “Oh, no. You will not go 
home on Monday, dear.”
“I will. Are you coming?”
“I cannot go, Kowhatu, but I cannot give you my reasons 
here. Alle is going to mind baby for me this afternoon. You 
and I can go out on the hills alone.”
“Ah!” he said. Soon he put down his knife and fork. “I can-
not eat. I must know.”
Lenore rose. “I shall hurry. But you have nothing to worry 
about. Oh, you know how I love you, Kowhatu.” Her arms 
went round his neck. “I never dreamed of such a lover; nor of 
any lover, indeed. And here you have come into my life. You 
are so beautiful, Kowhatu. You talk to me of tropic seas and 
coral isles. Your skin of gold beneath its tan; your abundant 
hair, red like the fur of the fox; the splendour of your per-
sonality Kowhatu, you have overwhelmed me. I cannot live 
without you now. You must stay beside me always.” Her head 
fell forward upon his breast.
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“Then you will come with me?” He stroked her hair gently. 
She did not answer. Love had its way with her. The life-force 
glowed, flamed and sparkled; liquid flame seemed to pour 
through her veins, scorching her.
The man felt it and cried out, low and fierce: “Go away. Go 
away. It is not good. You are not yet my wife.”
She went obediently, though she answered as fiercely: “I 
am your wife! It is love makes husbands and wives, not cer-
emonies.”
They went up into the park1 which overlooks the city from 
above the Terrace. A beautiful park, heavily timbered with na-
tive bush spreading out over hill after hill. To reach it they 
took the cable-car up Kelburn Hill.2 On leaving it at the top, 
Lenore turned the young man harbourwards. “Look,” she 
said, “at the glory of our city and harbour. It will aid me to 
seduce you to my wishes.”
The brown man looked, and a warm appreciation softened 
his features to a smile. A golden haze hung over the harbour’s 
broad expanse. The glamour of the Southern Seas was all 
there, seductive, thought-deadening. Gold-flecked waters ly-
ing flat, the lazy town seeming to sleep beneath the heat.
“Come now,” said the girl. “I am getting jealous of that dear 
harbour.”
He looked down at her gravely. “You have something in 
your mind, I know. Come, let me hear it.”
They threaded in and out among the shrubs and trees until 
they reached an isolated spot beside a creek.
“We shall stay here,” said Lenore. “It is not likely that we 
shall be disturbed. The park has few visitors on Monday.”
They sat upon the cool green sward beneath the trees, and 
at once Lenore said: “I cannot go with you, Kowhatu, because 
of the child. I could say to you, because of Holly also, but I 
won’t. It shall be just a question of the child. You have not 
thought of the child, Kowhatu, have you?”
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“Yes,” he said. “I have. He will be very welcome in my 
home. If you had six children they would all be welcome in 
my home.”
“Yes, I believe you, Kowhatu. But that is not the point, dear. 
The point is—I cannot take the child from Holly.”
“Why?” he demanded. “You told me your union had not 
been legalised. Take your child. He has no rights over it.”
“That,” said Lenore emphatically, “is unjust. Think, Kow-
hatu. When Holly and I married he was thoroughly conven-
tional. He had the popular idea of marriage; that is, he be-
lieved it to be a sacrament. He did not know then that the 
marriage system is but a child of the methods of production, 
and will change like every other institution. He hated our un-
conventional union. It was my doing entirely. Now, of course, 
he sees with my eyes, but that is not the point. The point is 
that he loves our child as much as I do, perhaps more than I 
do, and yet I may take his child from him at any time no mat-
ter how good a man he is.”
Kowhatu interrupted. “I can’t discuss social science with 
you now. I have no thought but for this our own case. You 
and I love. You don’t love Holly. The thing is fortunately even 
more simplified by the fact that he does not love you. Your 
race has built up certain—certain conventional laws, if you 
like, to which a man or woman must submit if he or she wish-
es to remain within the pale of society. One of these laws is 
the monogamic marriage. One man to one woman. There it 
is. I have been brought up in your schools. In those things the 
thoughts of your race are my thoughts because they accord 
with the practice of my own race. The Maori man has one 
woman at a time.”3
Lenore flushed a little at the crudity of his words. “But you 
must see that our union would be monogamic, Kowhatu. 
Only toleration exists between Holly and me. Oh, how can 
you lie there and discuss this—this love of ours, as though 
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it were a business? Here am I seething with love and desire 
for you. Nothing—nothing would keep me from you, and you 
lie there, cool and calm and deliberate! Oh!” She covered her 
face, in sudden tears.
He flung forward and a hand of steel drew both hers away 
from her face. “Cool, calm and deliberate, am I? Why, my love 
for you is—is the whole of me. It is my life. I will have you. 
I will have you to myself, in my house, not as a sneak and a 
coward, stealing minutes with you in another man’s house.”
“It’s not his house. He doesn’t even keep me. I never have 
a penny from him. It’s all a question of the child. It would kill 
Holly to lose the boy. I cannot take his child from him. You 
are a coward to ask it.”
The wave of red blood showed even through the man’s 
dark skin. “Oh! And what about my children? My children, 
eh? Can you have my children in another man’s house? Can 
you? Answer me that.”
Lenore shrank back, staring at him. “Your children! But—
but—I did not intend to have your children.”
“No!” said the man bitterly. He flung her hand away. “No! 
You have a child already. But I—I see you all the time with my 
child in your arms.”
“So that’s it. So that’s it. I did not dream.” Lenore rocked 
backwards and forwards. After a time she said : “It’s a lot of 
rot, all this talk about women wanting children. It’s the men 
that want the children. I’ve never met these women who want 
to be mothers, but all the men—there’s Lafe and Holly, and 
now you. But it can’t be. It can’t be. Now I ask you, Kowhatu: 
Can I be so—so savage as to take Holly’s child from him? You 
know how he loves it.”
“The whole thing is savage,” cried the man. “What can I say 
to you? It is Holly, you or me for it. One of us must make the 
sacrifice. In love a man fights for himself.”
They stared at each other. Lenore’s face grew white as 
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death. Pain unutterable crept into her eyes. She rose to her 
knees, then: she said. “I see. And I will be—”. But before she 
could finish, the man had his hand upon her lips. “No, no!” he 
cried fiercely. “No, not you! I—I will! I must!”
She tore his hands away. “My sacrifice either way! she 
cried. “My sacrifice either way! You’re a fool! A fool! Oh, 
Kowhatu—”. She clasped him in her arms. She melted towards 
him. Her kisses, soft as silk, and then passionate and wild, 
roused him to a frenzy. She lured him with loving words. “Let 
me go!” he panted. “Let me go! It is not good!”
“It is love,” she whispered. “It is love.”
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Chapter XIX
Once she had broken down the brown man’s resistance she 
thought she had him safe. But she did not know him. He was 
silent all the way home, and after tea went out immediately, 
looking very downcast. Lenore was a bit worried at that, and 
then irritated. “He should understand that one cannot have 
everything,” she thought. “He is unreasonable.”
She and Alle went away to the latter’s maiden home and 
spent some hours there. Holly, as usual, went out. Lenore sup-
posed that he spent the evening with one or the other of his 
friends. His special group of the Socialist Party1 had a small 
hall in the centre of town in which a few members could be 
found every evening. Most evenings Holly spent there. Some-
times Lenore took the baby and accompanied him.
Kowhatu walked some miles to the suburb of Wadestown 
to visit at the house of a friend named Noho Toki. This man 
was one of the representatives of the Northern Maoris.2 Par-
liament was sitting at this time, and when Kowhatu arrived at 
his destination Toki was just about to set out for the House, 
accompanied by his wife and child and a young man of Kow-
hatu’s own age and of pleasing appearance. Much talk went on 
in the soft Maori tongue, though Kowhatu noticed that Toki 
and his wife did not seem very friendly towards their young 
companion, Heta Cuni.
These people occupied a fine house, well though simply 
furnished. Noho Toki was a wealthy man owning great lands 
in the north. He had white blood, his mother having been a 
half-caste, but his skin was much darker than many full bloods. 
Heta Cuni, for instance was lighter of skin than Lafe Osgood, 
and almost light-haired, yet he was full-blooded Maori. The 
woman, like most of her race after their first youth is past, was 
fat, and rolled in her gait. Toki was correctly dressed in the 
fashion of the white man; but his wife, though wearing a truly 
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beautiful costume, had bare feet and a red handkerchief tied 
round her hair. Her baby was held securely upon her back by 
a blanket draped around her body.
“Come to the House with us,” said Toki to Kowhatu. “You 
will be interested, I think. Things have been pretty lively lately, 
over the seamen’s strike3 and the proposed cutting of the big 
land holdings.4 I am afraid the Labour Party will force our 
hand5 on that matter. That is, if we want to hold the Benches, 
as of course we do.”
They had all been climbing into the big limousine while 
Toki was talking. He started the engine, and they began to 
glide down the hill towards the town.
“Well, I don’t know much about it,” said Kowhatu. “But it 
seems to me the Labour people are foolish in wanting to create 
small holdings. Labour votes do not come from the farmers. 
Seems to me that they will end by creating ten anti-Labour 
votes where they now have one.”
“But that is just where you are mistaken, in thinking the 
farmer’s vote anti-Labour. As a matter of fact, we have lost the 
small farmer’s vote through the income tax business.6 The re-
bate on the big man’s tax roused great indignation among the 
small men, who have undoubtedly been hard hit since the war.”
“It was a shame and a disgrace,” declared Kowhatu warmly. 
“Impudent too. A most flagrant case of class legislation.”
Toki looked at him keenly. “Pretty strong language, son,” he 
said. “You’re a big man yourself, you know. I say, does Ngaire 
still hold the same—er—liberal views?”
“Yes. Ngaire and I both vote Labour next time.”
His friend looked grave. “Well,” he said, “that’s all right. 
Labour is quite respectable nowadays. Your holdings will be 
cut with the rest, you know.”
“I’m quite willing. I’ve already got quite a number of my 
men, our own colour, you know, homesteading7 at a merely 
nominal rent. It was Ngaire’s idea. She’s a great girl.”
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“Yes.” The big car glided round the last bend and slid into 
the level outskirts of the town. “She is a great girl.” Toki start-
ed to say something further, glanced behind at his wife, who 
was talking to Heta Cuni, and then went on: “She wouldn’t 
look at any of us fellows, and yet she had a great hatred for the 
whites. At least, for the whites in general. She had a friend, a 
Miss Divine, a fine woman. A strange woman, too. Used to 
be able to read people’s thoughts. Worked on the Star and 
roomed with Ngaire. Haven’t heard anything of her since 
Ngaire left town; hardly knew her myself, but Osgood—oh, 
have you met Osgood? He was Ngaire’s friend too. A clever 
devil, the heart and soul of the Labour crowd. He’s on an or-
ganising tour of the Dominion now. If we go out next election 
it will be Osgood’s work.”
“No, I haven’t met him. I know about him, of course. His 
name is always in the papers for some reason or other. And 
Ngaire tries to model her life on his ideas.”
“She’ll have her work cut out, then. He’s the stormiest crea-
ture alive. His energy is marvellous. There is no resisting him. 
But where are you staying? You could have been with us.”
“With Ngaire’s friend, the lady you spoke of,” said Kow-
hatu. “She is married, and lives in Willis Street.”
“Oh, is that so?” The car stopped in front of the big stone 
steps of Parliament House,8 and all stepped out. The lady went 
straight into the House with a farewell word to Kowhatu, her 
baby’s pretty little dark face peering out above the blanket. 
Heta Cuni asked the older man: “You will do what you can 
for me?”
“Well, I will talk to your father. I don’t say that I will do 
anything.” Toki spoke off-handedly in his own tongue, though 
previously he had talked in English.
“All right. I’ll be off. Good-bye.”
“What’s wrong with him?” asked Kowhatu, as they parked 
the car in the official garage.
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“No good. Bad Maori. He’s a son of old Rawhiti.”
Kowhatu started in surprise. “Really? He ought to be all 
right.”
“He’s all right—as a Pakeha. Came back from the war 
swell-headed. Ashamed of his blood. Pretended he couldn’t 
speak our tongue. Never went home to the old people—stayed 
here and married a white. She’s all right, though. He started 
in business on his own. Couldn’t make a success of it. None 
of us ever do. He went bankrupt a few weeks ago, then went 
home to his dad, and asked for money. Of course he didn’t get 
it. His uncle, old Cana, died a few months back and left four-
teen thousand pounds. The boy would have got his share if he 
had been a good Maori. Ugh!” The exclamation expressed the 
contempt of the loyal son of his race for the traitor. “He wants 
me to appeal to his father for him. I won’t.”
“Of course not,” said Kowhatu quietly. Some days later he 
met Heta Cuni in the town, and passed him by unnoticed.
He stayed in the gallery seats of the House until nine 
o’ clock, when he felt that he could bear inactivity no longer.
His surrender to Lenore Divine had not affected his resolve 
regarding her at all. He was still determined to have her living 
in his own home or to leave her. And he was seeing now that 
the latter eventuality loomed largest. He was torn all ways by 
the pain of it, but his resolve remained firm. He was so built 
that it could not be otherwise. Sitting there with his country’s 
representatives disputing below him, he considered well all 
that Lenore had said regarding Holly and the child, and even 
though he saw the savagery of taking a man’s loved child away 
from him, still, “In love a man fights for himself.” And it was 
unthinkable that the mother be the one—No, no. Never that. 
He believed that she would do it. He believed that sooner than 
lose him she would leave the child, but he would neither ask it 
nor permit it. Holly was the odd man out. He was sorry—very 
sorry, but—there it was. He saw, too, that Lenore thought she 
Lenore Divine112
had broken down his resistance. She had been apologetic after-
wards, but in a light-hearted, loving way that told plainly she 
regarded herself as victorious. He would have to wound her.
He rose hurriedly and left the building, without having 
heard a word of the Labour leader’s trenchant speech or the 
Tory9 Whip’s caustic reply. He hurried out of the grounds 
into the streets, then, wanting to be alone if possible, want-
ing to hide his soreness in the dark, he turned off the main 
street on to the quays.10 Right along the water-front he 
walked, from Thorndon to Taranaki Wharf, heeding not the 
great ocean-going vessels whose sides he almost grazed; ig-
noring the giant cranes standing gaunt and huge, with silent 
hanging chains; deaf to the music of concertina, mouth-
organ, and gramophone straining upwards to the night 
from the bowels of the ships, wherein dwelt the brawn and 
muscle that commanded the ships to go. Little fishes nois-
ily disported round the piles of the quay; two big rats scut-
tled across his path, then turned and peered at him from the 
safe shelter of a pile of merchandise; but the Maori man saw 
only the woman he loved denied to him by a freakish fate; 
heard only the deep tones of her voice confessing her desire 
and the beating of his own heart in response. He walked 
on and on, threading the dark back streets and taking the 
road to Oriental Bay. Innumerable couples passed him, re-
turning home from the bay that is the lover’s parade. He 
walked with head down, unnoticing, until, as he was passing 
the band rotunda,11 about a mile out from town, a voice he 
knew, accompanied by a cheery laugh, arrested his atten-
tion. He looked round quickly, and there was Holly, dimly 
discernible in the moonlight, coming from behind the ro-
tunda—with a woman. Even as he watched they stopped, 
and he heard the sound of a kiss.
“So!” thought Kowhatu. “Now what about it?”
Unseen, he watched the two board a car12 for town, then 
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turned and walked slowly back. Had he the right to tell Leno-
re? And would the knowledge help him? To the first question 
he answered: Yes. To the second: He did not know.
When he reached home Holly was preparing to retire in 
his usual manner. “Len is not in yet, Kowhatu,” he said in his 
breezy way. “But, if you’ll excuse me, I’ll get away to bed. I’m 
feeling a bit seedy as a matter of fact.”
“That’s all right,” was the answer. “I’ll wait for Lenore.” It 
was the first time he had used the girl’s Christian name ex-
cepting to herself, and he spoke it now deliberately, for effect, 
with his gaze fixed significantly upon the fair man.
Holly, engaged in mixing himself a whiskey-and-soda at 
the sideboard, started involuntarily and arrested the hand 
that was carrying a glass to his mouth. “Um—ah—yes—for 
Lenore. That’s right. Thanks,” he said, and tossed off the drink.
“Cur!” said the other beneath his breath.
Holly, undressing, spoke his thoughts aloud: “I’m afraid 
our friend is sweet on—Lenore. Aw, well, it’s up to me. So long 
as the kid—”
Kowhatu sat upon the kitchen table and waited. Not long, 
for the two young women soon came in, Lenore carrying the 
sleeping child.
“Make Kowhatu a cup of tea while I put Baby to bed, will 
you, Alle ?” said Lenore.
“When does your husband return, Mrs. Osgood?” asked 
the man, by way of making conversation.
“Not for two or three months yet,” Alle answered, then 
added vehemently: “I wish to God he had never gone away.”
He made no reply. Lenore returned. Alle took up her cup 
of cocoa and biscuit. “I’ll take mine to my room, Len. Good 
night. Good night, Kowhatu.”
The two left alone drank their cocoa in silence, and then 
he said: “What happened this afternoon has not altered my 
resolution at all.”
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She coloured with mortification. “You surely would not 
leave me now, Kowhatu?”
“You must come with me. Not immediately, if you could 
not conveniently do so. I will wait so that you can make ar-
rangements. I have thought and thought—all night.”
The woman’s face became white and stiffly set. She could 
scarcely speak. “What you ask is impossible, you know. I can’t 
leave the child.”
“I would not let you leave your baby. It comes too.”
Lenore wrung her hands. “Oh, cruel, cruel! That too, is im-
possible. Poor Holly! Poor Holly!”
“Not so cruel as you think.” He came quickly to her and 
bent over her. “Holly would soon console himself. I saw him 
with another woman to-night. I saw him kiss her. Come to 
me, Lenore.”
She put her arms around his neck and drew his dark face 
down to her. “Is that so? Did you see? But, dear, that is noth-
ing—nothing to Holly. Oh, Kowhatu, you do not understand. 
You do not know how one’s own child has its roots in one’s 
heart, and if it is torn out the heart’s blood must flow with it. 
You do not know Holly. You think he is all unworthy, but it 
is not so. Oh, man! Why, I did not really know Holly myself 
until now—until this love for you came upon me. Right now, 
at this minute, Kowhatu, with your dear face against mine, I 
can see into poor Holly’s personality more clearly than ever 
before. I can understand the weakness of him, his helpless-
ness. Have you read Ibsen’s Ghosts,13 Kowhatu? No. Well there 
is mention in it of a man who was worm-eaten from his birth. 
Poor Holly, also, is only the victim of the weakness of his pro-
genitors. Like breeds like, dear. You are strong because you 
come of a strong race,14 and—”
“Yes, yes! That is my argument, Lenore, my argument. The 
strong only has the right to survive. Holly is weak; through 
no fault of his own, I grant you, but weak just the same. His 
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breed must be weak like himself. I will breed a strong race, 
Lenore—you and I together.” He drew her up to him. His soft 
tones thrilled with pride and emotion. His great black eyes 
were full of visions of the future. “Marriage to me means chil-
dren, Lenore. Wife means nothing to me unless linked with 
the word Mother. This is an ugly life for you, Lenore, and you 
are too good to live with ugliness. I can’t bear to have you in a 
house with a drunken man, watching his excesses, his gradual 
trail downhill. You overrate his love for the child.”
“I do not, Kowhatu. You cannot understand. There is 
something great in every one of us—something good and no-
ble even in the weakest. This thing in Holly is his love for the 
child. I know it. I have seen. You have not seen what I have 
seen in Holly, dear, and would not have understood if you 
had. You want children, Kowhatu—”
“It is a strange sire that does not want to see his own prog-
eny,” he interrupted.
“The desire for children is doubtless very strong in you, but 
it cannot be anything in comparison with Holly’s love for his 
actual child. One cannot have everything. We must make the 
best of it. I owe a duty to my child.”
He released her and sat dejectedly upon the table. “All this 
love of ours must be wasted then.”
“No, no! That can’t be. Kowhatu, you would never be such 
a fool. Let us take what life offers and make the best of things. 
Why, we can have the closest of companionships. We can have 
our love, the delights and satisfactions it will give us. We are 
so young, Kowhatu. Yet I would be like a dead woman with-
out you; you would be alone and friendless without me. Am I 
not desirable enough for you, Kowhatu?”
“Don’t!” He spoke through clenched teeth. “Girl, you are 
wonderful. That is one of the reasons I can’t do it, Lenore. It 
is not a philosophy of life or anything like that that is direct-
ing me. It is the law of my being. I can’t play the lover to you 
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while you are with him. Why, people must be talking now. Do 
you think they have not noticed? What do they think of me? 
It is not enough to be justified in one’s own eyes, Lenore. Per-
haps that is my weak point, my pride. I will not—I cannot—be 
soiled in the eyes of my friends. I cannot have you—have you 
whispered about.”
“I am astonished to hear that sort of thing from you, Kow-
hatu.” Lenore was very quiet. “If you are going to consider 
public opinion I shall despise you. I cannot help loving you, 
but I shall despise you.” Anger flared up in her. “How dare 
you insult me by bringing a filthy convention into this mat-
ter which concerns us two alone? You talk like any—any low 
white man.”
He clapped his hands to his ears. “You will drive me to 
frenzy,” he cried. “I know I am right. I feel I am right. I cannot 
be otherwise. You must come home with me.”
“And what then? Holly cannot divorce me, and yet in the 
eyes of the world I am a married woman. What then?”
“Then we shall be open and honourable, at all events. I will 
not be a sneak and a coward.”
Lenore broke down. She was worn out. The clock struck 
twelve. “It is late,” he said roughly. “You get to bed and rest. 
We shall talk tomorrow.”
“Talk. Yes, that’s what we shall ever do, I suppose. Talk, 
when we could be loving each other. Good night.” She went 
without a caress.
All that week she fought him. It was her strength against 
his, and she failed, though he lost also. She was like a crazy 
woman, caring not if the whole world knew. Alle stuck to her 
like a brick, shielding her from inquisitive, prying eyes, doing 
her work, tending to little Lafe. Lenore did not tell her openly, 
but Alle was no fool, though indeed she could not help know-
ing something was toward. Some sort of a struggle was taking 
place between those two, she knew, though she did not guess 
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the truth. She was not made of the same stuff as the other 
woman, so had no key. She was mystified, and very sorry 
for the wild-eyed woman so obviously half maddened. She 
became furiously angry with the man, blaming him wholly, 
of course. Holly saw, too, and was puzzled. Hurt, too, to see 
the girl suffer. “Surely she is not resisting him because of me,” 
he thought. “She is such a conscientious beggar.” He did not 
dream of the actual issue. He thought that “it was up to him,” 
but did not know what to do.
On the Friday afternoon Lenore was busying about in the 
scullery15 preparing dinner when Holly came home from 
work. He threw his crib-tin on to the bench, took off his coat, 
and looked around for the child as usual.
“Here’s Daddy, Lafe,” called Lenore, and out came the lit-
tle one on all fours from the kitchen, crowing and chuckling 
with delight. Holly picked him up, and Lenore watched him. 
It was wonderful to see the love he lavished on that child. 
Then Kowhatu came in. Seeing the two, his face hardened 
and he turned towards the kitchen. Lenore threw down the 
dish she held and rushed at him. She grabbed his shoulders 
and shook him. “See!” she cried. “See! Then dare to ask me! 
Dare!”
He looked down at her, ignoring Holly, gravely removed 
her hands from him, and walked into the kitchen. Holly 
looked black as thunder. “Hell!” he said.
Lenore wrung her hands, stared at him wildly, and then 
rushed out into the yard. Holly, trembling, sat on the bench 
and hugged the child to him. “What did she mean? What 
did she mean?” he muttered. By and by he followed the 
woman out. He found her sitting on a bench in a hidden 
corner by the chimney. She was sobbing, her face in her 
hands. He sat beside her, tears of sympathy in his own eyes, 
and struggled for expression. “Lennie, Lennie,” he whis-
pered, “What is it?”
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She reached into his pocket and drew out his handkerchief, 
grimy and torn, and wiped her eyes with it. “Nothing you can 
help, Hol. I’m crazy, I think. Don’t you worry.”
“I can’t help worrying. You’ve been a brick to me. Don’t let 
me stand in your way. I only want the kid, you know.” Then, 
feeling his words to be lacking in something, he added hastily:
“I mean—I mean—we have been apart for such a long time 
now, you know.”
She stood up. “Yes, I understand. You shall have your child. 
Stay out here for a little while, will you?”
He nodded, with compressed lips.
Kowhatu had gone to his room, and Lenore followed him 
there. She knocked and entered. He was sitting on the bed, 
and rose, startled on seeing her. She stood by the door and 
said stonily: “You must go away at once. I cannot stand it any 
longer.”
He stood still as death. The sweat gathered on his brow in 
big drops. Then he threw up one hand and muttered some-
thing in his own tongue.
“Good-bye,” said Lenore, but she did not advance.
“Good-bye,” he answered. Their eyes met, fatalistic accept-
ance in his, the pain of a half-crazed but determined woman 
in hers. A long time they looked on each other, then Lenore 
said: “Go out of the front door,” and left him.
She met Alle in the passage. She drew her hand across her 
eyes and said: “Kowhatu’s going now, Alle.”
“And a jolly good job, too,” the girl said vindictively. Then, 
seeing the dreadful loneliness and hopelessness depicted in 
her friend’s face, she sprang to her and her arms went around 
her. “Dear Len, forgive me. Oh, my dear, my dear, what dread-
ful thing has happened to you? What is it, Len?”
“It is the child, Alle. Little Lafe. He wouldn’t have me unless 
I went away with him. I couldn’t leave the baby. Neither could 
I take it from Holly.” She spoke simply, like a little child.
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“Come into my room.” They were near Alle’s door, and she 
drew the other through it. “You can’t go downstairs like this. 
Lie down and I’ll get Holly’s tea.” She gently pushed the other 
upon the bed and covered her with a rug, and then went down 
to the kitchen. Holly was there, still nursing the child, and 
plainly worried.
“I’ll get your tea, Hol. Lennie is lying down. She is not feel-
ing well.”
He looked up at her, but said nothing. She busied about the 
stove for a while, and then said abruptly: “Kowhatu is going 
away.”
“When?”
“Now. This minute. There, listen, that will be him. Good 
riddance, I say.” She drew a long breath of relief and took up a 
pot of vegetables.
“I say, Alle, what is it all about, d’ye know?” Holly drew 
close to her and whispered.
“Oh, I don’t know. These fool men get on my nerves. Al-
ways wanting more than is reasonable. You can bet your life 
Lennie will do the right thing, Hol, even if it kills her.”
He ran his fingers nervously through his hair. “But I don’t 
want her to be miserable, Alle. She’s been such a brick to me. 
Oh, damn it, Alle. You must know that Len and I just live as 
friends. It is only the kid I want. There’s no need for her to be 
miserable. I won’t stand in her light.”
Alle took the boy from him and put it into its chair. “It is 
funny, the amount of trouble one poor little codger16 like you 
can cause,” she told it.
Holly pulled his chair out and sat down heavily.
“Yes, that’s it, I suppose. She’s thinking of the kid’s name. 
But I don’t see why—”
“Don’t try to see,” advised Alle. “Len will pull herself 




No thought of her literary venture had crossed Lenore’s mind 
during this ordeal. On the Saturday and Sunday she was un-
able to rise from her bed. She was a physical wreck, unable 
to eat, sleeping only in fitful dozes. Holly dawdled about her, 
full of misery. “Why did you not go to the station with Kow-
hatu to see Ngaire?” he asked desperately. “You need a holi-
day, that’s what it is.”
“Leave me alone, there’s a good fellow,” she said, then add-
ed suddenly: “A holiday. Yes, it would do me good. Could you 
and Alle manage if I went out to the bush for a week or two?”
“Why, of course. I’ll tell Alle. But, I say, I suppose you 
would want to take the kid?”
“Well, I suppose I would have to. I couldn’t ask Alle to look 
after him too.”
“She would love it,” said Holly heartily. “Her mother would 
help her.”
“Can’t you do without him for a fortnight, Holly?”
“Yes, if you want him. But I thought—you are not well—
you would rest better without him.”
“Oh, all right,” wearily.
Twenty miles out from Wellington, on the other side of the 
hills, lay a small farming settlement called Wainui,1 whereat 
was located the city’s water-supply. This was not proving suf-
ficient to meet the needs of the rapidly growing city, so a party 
of co-operative tunnellers2 were engaged in piercing a further 
hill, with a view to reaching another river. The wife of one 
of these tunnellers was very friendly with Lenore, and had 
continually besought her to take a holiday and visit them. On 
Monday the sick girl rose from her bed and telegraphed this 
woman, Mrs. Herstead, and that same afternoon she hired a 
taxi and took the road to Wainui. She had not before taken that 
road. Until her friend went there to live she had not known of 
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the existence of Wainui, one of New Zealand’s choicest beauty 
spots. Stricken in body and spirit as she was, the unexpected 
sheer loveliness of the place confounded her.
She arrived at the reservoir dam in the glory of a perfect 
autumn eventide. Mrs. Herstead lived close to the dam, which 
was screened from her house by a small copse. She welcomed 
Lenore Divine whole-heartedly, fed her, and fussed over her. 
A nervous break-down, Lenore explained, was her trouble, 
adding: “But I feel better already in this wonderful air.”
Tea over, the two women strolled along the road leading 
through the copse towards the dam. The road veered sharply, 
and, rounding the bend, Lenore stood transfixed. The small, 
bunchy trees ended, and there in front of them lay the placid 
waters of the dam, its steel-like surface mirroring to the last 
detail the fern-clad slopes rising on one side clean from its 
depths. From where they stood, and along the other sides, 
grassy lawns stretched for a distance of about a hundred yards 
to the water’s edge, and on these lawns red deer3 browsed. 
Lenore had not known of the deer on the reserve. She ex-
claimed softly, and ventured nearer.
“They do not fear us,” said her friend. “They are protected, 
you know.”
The great stags reared their many-pointed antlers, seem-
ing to challenge their right of invasion, and the dainty young 
fawns surveyed them with liquid, disarming eyes.
From the dam a cart-track had been cut a mile through the 
heavy forest to the hill which was being tunnelled, and suffi-
cient ground had been cleared at the tunnel-mouth on which 
to build a camp. Lenore never forgot her first walk along the 
cart-track the following morning. On each side great ratas,4 
beeches, and rimu5 reared their vast heights, the latter’s hand-
some, catkin-like foliage6 inclining in thankfulness towards its 
mother earth. And the mosses and feather-ferns so delicately 
luxuriating. The intertwining supplejacks, with their leaves of 
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darkest green in sharp contrast to the shameless scarlet of the 
abundant berries. The road, with its paving of blue sandstone, 
ever winding away like a ribbon filched from the peeping 
heavens above. From out of the thick undergrowth screen-
ing the banks there suddenly leapt a wild goat, a magnificent 
black billy. Right into a shaft of sunlight he sprang, and stood 
facing the two women with long beard and surprised, inquir-
ing eyes. Then, at their call, with contemptuous deliberation 
he clambered up the bank and disappeared.
Herstead was a blacksmith, and happened to be on back-
shift that week. That is, he went to work at four o’ clock in 
the afternoon and knocked off at midnight. Beside himself 
there were only three or four married men on the job, and 
these all lived down near him at the dam. The other work-
men camped near the tunnel-mouth. They had a communal 
dining-room and kitchen.
Lenore stood about the camp and looked and listened, 
content to feast her eyes and absorb the peace and quiet; to al-
low the throaty, bell-like tui notes make music in her soul and 
the gentle, gurgling swish of the streams on either side lend 
balm to her city-tortured spirit. The punga7 and the mummic8 
upreared their slender stems, with their feathered crowns in 
thick profusion on the mountain’s slopes, and at that time, the 
fall of the year, the rata, vitiated to palest scarlet, indeed, yet 
flaunted its passionate bloom high up.
The hospitality of the woodsman is proverbial, and these 
men were no exception. On their invitation Lenore and her 
friend each tied a leather “butterfly”9 about them and essayed 
the dank darkness of the tunnel. Light from a row of electric 
bulbs allowed them to traverse the fifteen-hundred-feet hole 
which had already been driven.
Arriving at the face, they scrambled up the mass of loose 
rock that was being loaded into the trucks, to watch the min-
ers at work. There they sat and watched the Ingersoll-Lenyer 
Chapter XX 123
water-drill10  bore the holes to be charged with the fracture. 
The noise of the machine, driven by compressed air, was deaf-
ening, and the earth shook with its vibrations. This machine 
had been but lately introduced into New Zealand. The dust 
difficulty, which formerly caused the death under dreadful 
conditions of hundreds of miners, is by this machine prac-
tically eliminated, as through the drill, which was formerly 
solid, there runs a constant stream of water, which sprays the 
hole as the bore advances.
They soon retreated from the face, their fingers blocking 
their ears and, standing back a few yards, they watched the 
work going on through the opaque mist given off by the ma-
chine. And Lenore wondered at these toil-worn craftsmen, 
who—wet underfoot, in dim light, for the electric bulbs must 
be kept a good distance back from the exploding fracture—
with man-made implement, laboriously conquered the earth 
and made it man’s.
They stayed around the smithy shop until the purple dusk 
settled down, and then, as the other married women had 
joined them, they all returned to the dining-room and gath-
ered round roaring fires of rata to listen to the yarns of the old-
timers. Suddenly there was a tremendous racket on the roof, a 
tearing up and down the veranda, and the scream as of a stuck 
pig. Lenore, uninitiated, jumped with fright, and was informed 
that it was only the opossums11 at their nightly gambols. She 
got quite excited and stole outside to watch. There was no need 
for caution, however, for the little beggars, attracted by the pig-
buckets and the glare of the light high up above the wood-pile, 
came quite near. Such lovely things they were, Lenore thought. 
Such dainty, furry, lovable little creatures. She was told, though, 
that on occasion they could inflict grievous wounds with their 
pink-palmed, pretty little hands. Robed handsomely in coats 
of grey, brown, or black, they frisked and gambolled, invading 
even the store-room if the door be inadvertently left open.
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Lenore remained outdoors, for night was so wonderful in 
that little amphitheatre in the forest. The great, dark trees ris-
ing—rising—ever creeping upwards to a dark, brooding sky. 
Of a sudden a low, muffled rumbling told of the back-shift’s 
activity. The woman’s trouble lay low in the depths of her. She 
looked up towards the tip-head and marvelled. A ghostly mist 
clung tremulously to the giant rimu and rata, and through 
it, mellowed and yellowed, glowed incongruously the elec-
tric lights—artificial, strange, and seemingly afloat; while all 
about her clung the pungent, aromatic scents of unknown 
plants, the damp, earthy smells of the bush, and peace—the 
pure, serene peace of Nature resting.
No place more fit to assuage the griefs of mortal heart. Na-
ture’s simple grandeur soothes and mollifies, and soon Lenore 
Divine grew stronger.
At the end of a week she was clear-eyed as ever, and began 
to allow her thoughts to stray towards the future; she prepared 
herself to face a future void of that which is woman’s primal 
need and right, her love-mate.
She had put The Forsyte Saga in with her baggage, not be-
cause she had wished to read it at the time, but because he had 
given it to her, and his dear inscription was upon its page for 
her to kiss. In the night she lay with it against her heart, and 
another thing of his, also—a well-worn grey cap he had left. 
Just a common grey cloth cap, but to her a wondrous thing 
that ravished her senses with its Maori smell, the strong smell 
of the brown man which emanated from his clothing and 
somehow seemed to bring him close.
Since that afternoon in the park Lenore Divine had felt no 
swift hurtling of passion through her veins for the man. Her 
body had been too torn, her spirit too anguished, for mere pas-
sion. It was the soul of the man she craved—the strange, bizarre 
note about him, his racial characteristics. That one swift, mad 
embrace might never have been for all she thought about it.
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She began to read. Idly, but before she knew it, she was 
absorbed. What was this? She had read several chapters, casu-
ally, when suddenly it struck her. What was this? She turned 
back to the beginning again, and began to read in real earnest. 
The man of property. There it was. Not only one man of prop-
erty, not only Soames  Forsyte, portrayed as an individual, but 
all men of property. The possessive instinct was there. Lenore 
began to read the first book in the second week of her stay in 
the bush. At the end of the week she had finished “The Man 
of Property” and was giving herself time to think, to digest 
it, before beginning on the “Indian Summer.” She was wildly 
excited about it. She wrote a long letter to Lafe Osgood about 
it, trying to explain, to analyse, her reaction to it.
“The book of the decade, Lafe! The book you and I waited 
for! An epic! And to think it should come from the pen of a 
quiet old bourgeois!”
Her letter was all exclamation marks. She thought how 
Kowhatu had appreciated the work, and was proud of him. 
She could think of the man now without those tearing pains 
which shook her almost to pieces and reduced her to physi-
cal impotence. Interest in her own literary venture began 
to revive, but now, after the perusal of this masterpiece, she 
trembled inwardly at her temerity in daring to write. Seemed 
now as though she ought not, dared not, write anything less 
beautiful, less tender, less delicate, or less true. She marvelled 
at the effect on herself.
On the second Sunday her friends had arranged to take her 
over the hill to visit the camp on the other side. For, of course, 
the hill was being pierced from both sides.
She rose from her bed eager enough to face the stiff climb 
of two miles to the top of the hill.
Not that her love had left her. Never that. It had settled 
down, that was all. The fever of it had abated. The thought of 
going back to the house where their two spirits had warred 
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was abhorrent to her. She had a strange idea about herself. 
She thought that what had happened to her must be apparent 
to everybody. She was a different woman, not at all the old 
Lenore Divine. She was eager for the climb because she had 
felt immense physical benefit from her woods excursions.
It had rained during the night, but sunrise had dispelled 
the clouds, and before they had climbed far up the pack-track 
leading over the hill the moist air, drenching them, got into 
their blood like wine.
The first mile up the hill was awful, ankle deep in sticky 
yellow mud, but higher up the footing was harder, and they 
were able to enjoy to the utmost the wonders around them. 
The shining myriads of leaves, breathlessly still; the whir of 
the fat pigeons’12 flight as their advance startled them; the 
harsh, scolding scream of the kaka,13 But by and by they be-
came so fatigued that the mere effort of climbing absorbed all 
their thoughts. They moistened their parched lips at the trick-
les of water which in heavy weather became small torrents; 
until they reached a great bluff round which the tunnellers 
informed them they had had great difficulty in hewing out 
the pack-track; and they rested. The cliff descended sheerly 
further down than they could see, and ascended above them 
almost as steeply. One slip by a toiling workman and—Lenore 
hardly dared to imagine it. Looking down into the hill’s fast-
nesses from this bluff, the party could hear, but not feel, the 
ever-increasing wind sounds continually rushing up the gorg-
es and through the gap in the hill-top. And from hundreds of 
feet below floated up the plaintive bleating of the kids.
Another spurt and they reached the trig station14 on the 
top, two thousand five hundred feet above sea-level. Lenore 
had never climbed so high before. She was keenly interest-
ed in noting the changes in the vegetation as they mounted. 
The mountain-top growths were unpleasant, somehow, she 
thought. There was no undergrowth of any size. Further 
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down all had been beauty, the cheery green and citrine tints 
ranging from a delicacy almost transparent to a rich depth of 
colour; but here, above the snow-line, all was of the sombre, 
blackish greens of sunless unhealth. Uncanny sort of vegeta-
tion, Lenore thought it, with its thick trunks, forked at the 
top, but sending out never a branch or a leaf and covering 
famine-like, spectral nakedness with heavy, fog-blackened 
mosses six inches through. And the kidney-fern was every-
where, sprawling over ground and trees in incredible profu-
sion. It gave her the creeps.
The view from the top of this hill was unrivalled, she 
knew. One could look across Cook Straight15 and see plainly 
the hills of the South Island; the countryside for miles lay 
around the mirage-like Wairarapa16 to one’s right; and be-
yond it, two hundred miles away, Mount Egmont’s17 snowy 
height upreared itself. And yet Lenore did not consider this 
hill-top a desirable spot. What it must have been like for the 
tunnelling party the previous winter, clawing out the pack-
track in the teeth of raging gales, with snow a foot deep all 
round, sleeping in wet blankets, in tents which were some-
times lifted clean away by the wind from the steep hill-slope 
on which they were lashed, she could only imagine. She dis-
covered one redeeming feature of the vegetation, however—
the graceful Prince of Wales’ feather fern.18 Quite charming 
and delightful this plant is.
A regular New Zealand bush-camp was the one on the 
Orongo-orongo River,19 but they were warmly welcomed and 
well fed. The rugged beauty of the scenery beggared descrip-
tion, Lenore thought, but the workmen did not consider the 
life anything to write home about. Eight hours a day of hard 
toil in cold muck and slush under almost primitive condi-
tions of life is not conducive to the development of the artistic 
sense, and she could well understand their sarcastic, if good-
humoured, remarks on “scenery as a diet.”
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How admirable these bushmen are, she thought—how 
resilient! How they rise above the sordid dreariness of their 
daily toil and refuse to bow the knee to fate! The machinery 
had not been set up yet on that side, and the tunnellers were 
boring with hand-steel,20 which they explained was mighty 
hard work. A regular little beehive the place was, with all the 
preparations going on. It astonished Lenore to come on it out 
of the hills. It gave her a sense of unreality.
They started back over the mountains at two o’ clock, feel-
ing fit as fiddles. It was impossible to feel tired for more than 
a few minutes in that air. They put up a huge, curly-horned, 
white billy-goat on the way, and a little brown kid, evidently 
lost, plaintively ran down the hill towards them, and followed 
them up again for a mile, crying piteously. The only native 
inhabitant of the bush they did not glimpse was a pig.21 The 
tunnellers had shot a sixty-pound young one over in the back 
mountains a day or two before. They are fine eating at that 
time of the year, when their food is in part berries.
Lenore’s head had hardly touched the pillow that night 
before she was asleep. The soothing rustle of clear, limpid 
streams ran through her dreams, and in the morn she wak-
ened to vision through the open door the flower-like foliage 
of the beech—silver, black, and brown—and trunks of pale-
hued pukatea.22 She lay quietly for a few moments, the Maori 
man uppermost in her thoughts as usual, then sat up abrupt-
ly and reached for her book from bed. Resolutely she opened 
the “Indian Summer.” She must conquer the pain; she must 
conquer the lassitude; she must write again; she must read. 
So day after day she took the book into the woods, beside the 
streams; and in learning the lessons it taught she straightened 
out her own twisted intentions. She would knot the thread 
where it had broken, and resume the weaving of her own lit-
erary vestment, modelling her work on the masterly achieve-
ment of that “quiet old bourgeois.” Sometimes she would let 
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the heavy book fall into the grasses, and fossick among the 
incidents of the last four years of her own life. There had 
been the Lenore Divine of that time four years ago. Happy, 
healthy, bright and gay, full of hopes of love’s fulfilment and 
of dreams of worlds in the making. Bitterness soured her 
thoughts of that old love now. Why, she should have known 
it was not real love, not lasting love, because of her own criti-
cal attitude towards it. She had been full of doubts of the 
success of her union with Holly, and had been wise enough 
by refusing to legalise it to provide forfuture contingencies. 
So she had thought. She laughed ironically. The one thing 
she had not bargained for had upset the apple-cart. Her in-
stinct had been right and if only—but Lenore Divine could 
not regret that happening. She could get no further than “if 
only.” One thing she saw clearly, anyhow: the uselessness, 
when real issues are involved, of the formal ceremonial. Mar-
riage ceremony or no marriage ceremony, if the babe had not 
linked her with Holly she would have flown to her lover on 
winged feet. Ah, if that brown man had only come four years 
ago, when Ngaire was her bedmate. There would have been 
no doubts, no suspicions—. The mere thought of it hurt her 
so that she dug her fingers into the earth.
One day when she was sitting upon the weir wall close to 
the overflow she saw something curious. The weather being 
very dry, there was little water running over the overflow, but 
nevertheless the drop was high enough to cause a good deal 
of foaming in the pond below. Suddenly she was astonished 
to see a number of small trout swimming straight up the steep 
concrete wall towards her. She could scarcely believe her eyes. 
But there they were, a whole line of them, one after another, 
their little bodies vibrating like engines, swimming straight 
up the concrete wall in water not deep enough to cover their 
tiny bodies. Now and again they rested, clinging to the wall in 
some incomprehensible way. They took a long time to reach 
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the top, but they did it and swam quietly away into the dam. 
Lenore thought she had seen a miracle. She could not get 
home quick enough to tell her friends about it; but Mrs. Her-
stead laughed, and told her that, though she had not seen it 
herself, the fact that it happened was well known.
The days went by until Lenore Divine had been in the bush 
some five weeks. She had been receiving weekly bulletins 
from Alle and Holly who both exhorted her to remain away 
as long as she wished. On a Friday evening she sat again upon 
the weir wall, just before dusk. She had been restless for her 
pen the last few days, and had made up her mind to return 
home the next Monday and bring her faculties to bear on the 
closing chapters of her book. No thought of future happiness, 
even if success crowned her labours, came to her. As yet she 
could not even see possible contentment in view. Work must 
be her portion. Work, and parental duty, and care for Holly. 
Immeasurable regret for the waste of her love flooded her 
mind. Immeasurable sadness. That brown man away up there 
among his flocks and herds, and she! Only work, and duty, 
and care for poor, drunken Holly. She sat there alone until the 
darkness wrapped her round, then rose and passed through 
the herd of comfortable deer towards the home. And as she 
went she saw upon the dark a picture of herself seated beside 
Soames Forsyte in the cemetery, and the concluding words 
of the book came to her: “And only one thing really troubled 
him, sitting there—the melancholy craving in his heart—be-
cause the sun was like enchantment on his face and on the 
clouds and on the golden birch-leaves, and the wind’s rustle 
was so gentle, and the yew-tree green so dark, and the sickle 
of a moon pale in the sky. He might wish and wish and never 
get it—the beauty and the loving in the world!”
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Many years before this a tiny wisp of humanity had given 
joy unspeakable to Alle’s mother. As she lay in bed with her 
dear wee bundle beside her it seemed to her that a precious 
flower, incomparable in its beauty, had been given by her to 
the world; new warmth had been given to the sunshine; fresh 
joys to the human heart. Her travail was forgotten in the rosy 
dreams of motherhood. The tiny hands, curled like rose petals 
and so soft—so soft—clutched at her thoughts and drew them 
along the path from infancy to womanhood, the path she her-
self had trodden in the rough, but a path she now softened 
and daintily fashioned with her loving care for the treading by 
those wondrous little feet. She saw the babe walk all unheed-
ing into girlhood; saw the pretty features, the freedom of the 
very young, shape themselves into the restraints, the myster-
ies, of young womanhood, and all along the path she smiled, 
for she saw only the outward form, and always in the condi-
tions of life which had fashioned herself.
Society to her was static; her imagination flowed only 
along the old familiar channels. She could not see the forces 
that worked to loosen the bolts of the old order, the gradu-
ally accumulating, irritating mass of new wants and desires, 
the ever increasing complexity of modern development. Be-
ing just average, she did not see any portent at that time of 
the world madness which would destroy whole nations and 
leave in its wake the germs of a moral leprosy more deadly 
than the grim ordnance belched forth from the muzzles of the 
guns. She did not see the coming of the new morality which 
would free young womanhood from the restraints of decency, 
and allow it to search for visions in the bottom of a wine-cup 
with light excuses. Being just average, womanhood for her 
daughter meant for her clean, chaste living, a good man for a 
husband and—“little hearts that err.”1 No more children had 
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come to her, because of her husband’s greed; so all her hopes, 
her love and her care had been centred on Alle. And the same 
with the child’s father. Understandable, too, had their care 
been leavened with commonsense and scientific instruction. 
Alle was born clean. But from the day of her birth she was 
taught to consider her slightest whim as law. Nature gave her 
lungs and, in order to expand them, gave her also the will to 
cry. Did she obey Nature’s injunction—a rush to the cradle, a 
cuddling up, excluding from her the fresh air, a bouncing on 
the knee, jarring her delicate body and bewildering her, an 
overloading of the stomach. Was she taught to restrain her 
impulses, to curb her desires? Not at all. On the contrary, did 
she express a wish, father and mother were at her service. Did 
she desire a thing, she must have it, no matter at what cost. 
Her father slaved, her mother pinched and denied herself 
common comforts that Alle might have luxuries—chocolates, 
learn to play the piano, to pirouette on her toes, join a ten-
nis-club, etc., etc. While yet a child she had summed up the 
conditions of her existence: to have what she wanted, what 
pleased her palate and appealed to her tastes. As her dad built 
up his business, this she was enabled to do.
It never occurred to Alle’s parents that they were criminal-
ly selfish; that they were subjecting the welfare of their child 
to the indulgence of their own feelings. It never occurred to 
them that their love for the child was of a low order, that their 
ignorant indulgence of her whims and tempers was develop-
ing her along the lines of a degenerate. When the war ended 
and the excesses of the post-war period began to force them-
selves on their notice, Mr. and Mrs. Wishart did not see that 
they and their kind were responsible for the whole-hearted 
way in which the country’s girlhood threw themselves into 
those excesses. When Alle, at fifteen, told them at home that 
she had drunk wine at an old friend’s house, Mrs. Wishart 
had been shocked and even angry, but she did not see her 
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own hand in the game. Alle drank wine and found she liked 
it, therefore she must have it. Her parents pleaded with her, 
explained its intoxicating nature, but Alle only laughed and 
said, “I like it.”
.          .          .          .          .          .          .          .
Lenore had not long been gone from home when Alle be-
came very quiet, very absent-minded, and very bad-temper-
ed, too, with her mother, who obligingly came over every day 
and helped her with her work or minded the baby. The latter 
was little trouble, as Holly saw to him entirely after the day’s 
work was done.
Holly was drinking steadily. But for lack of money he 
would have drunk more. Half a bottle of whiskey before 
breakfast was his usual, almost undiluted; but then no more 
until after the child was in bed at night. He drank in his bed-
room now that Mrs. Wishart usually stayed in the kitchen till 
late at night.
Alle had not been out with the Dooms since the dreaded 
Saturday night. She had not been out at all, in fact, except 
over to her mother’s place. She had changed completely, but, 
until a day or two after Lenore went away, had been light-
hearted, in a way. But now—she began to creep about like a 
mouse; to sit in odd corners. She was continually pale and 
heavy-eyed as though she had not slept. Her mother watched 
her anxiously. The poor old woman began to nod quietly over 
her knitting and smile to herself.
“Let’s see, it is just two months since Lafe went away, isn’t 
it?” she said once, apropos of nothing. Alle shuddered. “And 
he expects to be away for another four months, except for a 
rush visit through, doesn’t he?” her mother went on.
“He doesn’t know now. He said in his last letter that he 
might only do the North Island now and the South next year. 
In that case he may be home in another six weeks.” There was 
no gladness in her face. Rather it was full of dumb misery.
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“They tell me he is a great man, a great man. I must say you 
did very well for yourself after all. Of course your father and I 
had no idea that the Labour Party would become so—so re-
spectable. We thought that it was out for revolution, or some 
such nonsense. I must say that I am proud of my son-in-law 
now.” She purred on complaisantly, every word drumming on 
the listening girl’s ears like the blows of a hammer. Alle rushed 
out of the room; up to her own room. She crouched on a chair 
beneath the window and beat her hands together. “What shall I 
do? What shall I do?” She beat her breast wildly. Sombre gloom 
settled upon her. She sat there for long—thinking, thinking. By 
and by she got up, dressed herself and went down to her mother.
“I am going down town for a while, Mother. Will you keep 
an eye on the dinner and see to Lafe?”
“Why, yes. A breath of fresh air will do you good.” So Alle 
went off, leaving her mother wisely nodding.
The girl went straight to a certain cabaret, knowing the 
haunts of her old friends. She took a table near the entrance 
and looked among the dancers for the girl she sought. Sure 
enough she had not been there a minute when there was a 
flurry and a whirl of a very diminutive but much befrilled 
skirt, and a jazz girl, dragging her sallow-faced partner after 
her, fell upon Alle with open arms and effusive greeting. Rec-
ognising the seated girl, the man also became enthusiastic.
“Come and dance, Alle,” he asked. “Jo and I have been at it 
for an hour. Let’s have a go.”
“No, no!” said Alle impatiently. “I don’t want to dance. I 
came to see Jo. Go and dance with someone else. I want to 
talk to Jo.”
“Beat it!” ordered Jo perfunctorily. “Come over to my ta-
ble, dear,” she added, and scrutinised Alle. “You don’t look too 
good. Been on the spree?”2
Alle felt sickened. She wondered how she could ever have 
sunk to this. And yet, a few weeks back she had been in her 
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element among it. She hated to say to this girl what she had 
come there to say. She hated it, and she knew that it was not 
safe, she was taking a risk, but—there it was.
She did her best to camouflage the situation, claiming that 
what she wanted3 was for a friend—but she knew that sly look 
in the other’s eye. She couldn’t put it over that sort.
“Of course I’ll get them for you,” said Jo effusively. “So long 
as you pay, of course,” she added with a giggle.
Alle flushed, took some money from her bag and handed it 
over. “When?” she asked.
“Soon as I can see a certain person. Perhaps to-night. I’ll 
bring them up to you, if you like.”
Alle didn’t like, but she was obliged to the girl now and 
could not refuse. “All right,” she said hurriedly. “And then I 
shall give them to my friend.”
Jo winked at her. “Your friend, of course, dear.”
Jo visited Alle on the evening of the following day. Alle was 
out in the yard when the bell rang, so Holly opened the door 
to her. He started. She laughed and said: “Hullo! I didn’t know 
you lived here.”
“What do you want?” he asked, flustered.
“I want to see Mrs. Osgood. Is she in?”
“Yes—er—wait a minute. I’ll tell her you’re here.” He hur-
ried to the yard. Alle was carrying a dish. “There’s someone at 
the door—a girl—for you,” he said, eyeing her curiously.
Alle felt the blood dye her cheeks. “All right,” she said, and 
slipped off her apron as she went in. She led Jo upstairs to her 
own room, where they were closeted for a time. As the girl left 
her room:
“Now be careful to follow the instructions—at least, tell 
your friend to carefully follow the instructions, and every-
thing will be all right.” As they went downstairs she asked: 
“Say, does Holly Virtue live here? It knocked me flat as a pan-
cake when he opened the door.”
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“Yes, he lives here,” said Alle quietly. “This is his wife’s 
house.”
“His wife’s! By the lord king Harry! His wife’s! Fancy that 
devil being married!”
“Of course he’s married. Got a kiddy, too. Come on.” Alle 
was frightened her mother would come in. Now that she had 
what she wanted she wished to get rid of her showy compan-
ion as soon as possible. A while before Alle would have gone 
about the streets with this poor girl; had done so, indeed, but 
now she was ashamed to be with her even when unseen. But 
then, of course, she had had nothing to hide. Nothing to be 
ashamed of, judged according to the morals of the day. Now, 
however, something had happened to her which, though the 
direct outcome of the licence of the day, would not be con-
doned by public opinion because its consequences could not 
be hidden. Jo was merely one of the ordinary jazz girls about 
town. Her kind are legion. They swarm around the places 
of public amusement. Their talk is jargon, interspersed with 
oaths and dirty yarns. They are witty; their music is jazz, like 
their morals, and they everlastingly dance—dance—dance. 
They are recruited from every class in society. The overworked 
poor girl seeks the lights, the song and dance, to drown mem-
ory of daily drudgery; the idle rich girl skirts the flame in 
search of satiation for the venal appetite bred of boredom.
There was a difference between Alle and Jo. A good man 
had left his mark on Alle. She had been fortunate enough to 
attract Lafe Osgood’s notice when only sixteen years old, and 
thereafter he had taken a certain amount of care of her. His 
nobility of character, his idealistic conception of womanhood, 
his mode of life and clean speech had preserved in her a lit-
tle of the old-fashioned woman in spite of herself. She had 
not become a “Jo” because of Lafe’s companionship. She had 
persisted in drinking wine, in spite of his hatred of it, in spite 
of Lenore Divine’s objurgations against it, but at least she had 
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preserved in herself a sense of the first essential of clean man-
hood and womanhood, a sense of chastity.
Alle knew that the embrace of lovers is sacred and good, the 
channel along which all delights should run, and that lustful 
embraces are loathsome. She was overwhelmed with disgust 
and shame at the dishonour she had brought upon herself and 
upon her husband. Her old companions were nauseating to 
her and she felt additional shame at having to appeal to one of 
them, at having to give herself away. She, the wife of Lafe Os-
good, honoured and respected even by his political enemies.
Alle came near to seeing Lafe in his true light; came near 
to glimpsing the essentials of life; came near to appreciating 
real values in life sensations. She saw vaguely, in the midst of 
her tumultuous thoughts, that this happening was making a 
woman of her, a real woman able to deal with real life issues, 
that it was fitting her to be a real mate to Osgood, and yet was 
at the same time a thing that, if known, must sever her for 
ever from him, must bring upon him sorrow, pain and dis-
honour. She felt at times as though she would go mad with the 
hideousness of it. As she found her womanhood she found 
also her love for that man of hers to be growing, to be closing 
in on her on all sides. His care, his tender roughness, his ideal-
ism were about her all the time. She longed for him, craved for 
him in the darkness and silence of the night, and yet with her 
also all the time was dread horror—horror of what had hap-
pened to her and of what she must do to be rid of it.
Another thing Lafe Osgood had taught her was to search 
for causes. She thought now of his “Wherever there is a result 
there must be a cause,” and Alle searched for the cause of her 
trouble. She did not have far to seek, for self-indulgence leaves 
an open trail. She had known of the danger that lurked in the 
bottom of a wine-cup, but because of her habit of self-indul-
gence she had ignored the danger. Alle, picturing her past life, 
saw nothing portrayed there but selfishness and pampered 
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appetites. She had never loved her parents very much, but 
now she was filled with bitterness towards them. When first 
she realised their responsibility for her trouble she wished to 
rush to them in passionate denunciation. Love!—theirs was 
the love of the pasture; mere animal instinct. She thought of 
Lenore Divine’s wise control of her child, young as he was. 
Her kind but firm insistence on obedience; her care in select-
ing foods. But Alle wished to be fair. Going further, she saw 
that her parents were the product of the generation preceding 
them. How could she logically blame them, then? Where did 
the blame lie? She did not know.
She feared to face Holly after Jo’s visit. Her old time impu-
dence had all gone. But household cares necessitated her pres-
ence in the kitchen. So out she went. Holly was sitting on one 
end of the table swinging his legs. He had just put the child 
to bed. He was whistling softly to himself and at first took no 
notice of her as she washed the tea dishes and swept the floor. 
When she had finished, however, and was tidying her hair be-
fore the small mirror that hung on the wall, he said casually: 
“Didn’t know Jo Riley was a friend of yours, kid.”
“Kid! Who are you calling ‘kid’? I like your cheek. She’s no 
friend of mine. She brought me a message for another girl, 
that’s all.”
“Oh! All right. Keep your hair on. Say, how about going to 
the pictures? You haven’t been out since Lenore left.”
“Pictures.” Alle regarded him—considering. “Yes. Don’t 
mind if I do. I’ll ask mother to stay and see that Lafe’s all right. 
Yes. I would like it.”
So by and by, when Mrs. Wishart had duly promised 
to stay in the house until they returned, the two went off 
to the pictures. The entertainment lightened Alle’s gloom 
somewhat, so that as they walked up Willis Street on the 
way home afterwards she was nearly her old blithesome self. 
She chatted gaily and laughed at the man’s witticisms. They 
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came to their gate and Holly opened it and held it for her to 
pass through. She passed him with a light word or two and 
turned to wait while he fastened the gate. But Holly had let 
the gate swing to and was at her elbow. As she turned she 
brushed against him. “Oh,” she said, “I thought you were 
fastening the gate.”
“Hang the gate,” he answered thickly, and to the girl’s vast 
astonishment and dismay he enfolded her with his arms and 
drew her to him in a sudden embrace. She clawed a hand from 
his pressure and struck him in the face, He stepped back im-
mediately, freeing her. She turned from him and ran to the 
house; then, remembering her mother, leaned against the 
house-side and wept.
Holly followed her. “Alle, don’t cry, there’s a girl. I’m sorry, 
dear. I was a cur.” He tried to pull her hands from her face. 
He was dreadfully embarrassed. She sobbed with abandon. 
“Why? Why?” she gulped out.
“God knows,” he answered miserably. “I didn’t know you 
were such a good kid, Alle.” Then, realising he had made mat-
ters worse, he tried to patch up. “I’m glad you’re a good kid, 
Alle. Real glad. But why do you associate with girls like Jo 
Riley? Her kind are—are—Oh, damn it!”
His contrition touched Alle. After all, he was an old, old 
friend. A minute before he had been a danger, but now, in his 
remorse, he seemed a haven of refuge. She was worn and torn 
by distress. She had been terribly lonely, so it is no wonder 
she dropped her head on Holly’s shoulder and sobbed out her 
forlorn tale to him. And Holly—who a short time before had 
in mind the seduction of this wife of his friend because he had 
thought her “loose”—Holly cried for her. “You poor kid! You 
poor kid! What’s going to happen to you now?”
“I’m going to try to get rid of it,” she said, “before Lenore 
comes home.”
“That’s a risky business, Alle. It’s risky and dirty, too.”
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“What else can I do?” she demanded desperately. “I’d soon-
er die than disgrace Lafe so. Why, only to-day I had such a 
lovely letter from him.” Grief claimed her again.
“I wish you hadn’t told me,” Holly said suddenly.
“Why?” she asked.
“It makes a man so damn miserable,” he said, adding 
quickly: “because I can’t help you, I mean, Alle. Because I 
can’t help you.”
“I feel better for having told you. You won’t tell Lennie, will 
you. She would look at me with those sleepy eyes of hers—Oh, 
my God! I forgot. She’ll read my thoughts, anyhow. Oh, Holly, 
we must keep her away until I have got over it.”
“It’s a hell of a mess,” he muttered gloomily, “but cheer up. 
Len will stick to you, whatever happens; you can bet your 
bottom dollar on that. Come in now. I want a whiskey.” Alle 
shuddered at the mention of the liquor, but she followed him 
in obediently.
“Hallo, Mum!”  Holly greeted Mrs. Wishart. “The picture 
was tripe. Alle cried all night over it. One of those heart plays 
that slop all over the screen. Look at her.”
Alle felt grateful to him. “Yes, that’s right,” she said.
Sickening disappointment was the girl’s portion dur-
ing the next few weeks. Again and again she appealed to 
Jo Riley, but all her efforts to free herself were unsuccess-
ful. Physically she was looking a wreck. Her mother was 
alarmed and pestered her to see a doctor. The old lady was 
hurt and puzzled at the girl’s behaviour, her refusal to ac-
knowledge her condition.
“It is as plain as a pikestaff, girl, to experienced eyes,” she 
told Alle. “What’s the use of denying it?”
“But it is not so, it is not so!” the girl would declare vehe-
mently. “Don’t you dare speak about such a thing!”
“All right,” Mrs. Wishart said resignedly. “I’ll not speak 
about it, but I can think what I like, I suppose.”
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Then Lenore came home. Alle was terrified to meet her. 
It was probable that Lafe would be along in a week or two 
now, also, and the poor girl was literally distracted. Holly was 
almost as bad.
“You’ll have to tell Lennie,’ he insisted. “She might be able 
to help you. I know there are ways and means. There are peo-
ple who make a business of it.”
“I won’t live to be turned away by Lafe!” declared Alle. “I 
won’t live to face him, Hol, I couldn’t.”
“Don’t talk like that, girl. We’ll tell Len, and see what she 
says. It is not so bad as all that, anyhow. There are worse things 
than that happen every day.”
“No. No worse things than this would be to Lafe could hap-
pen, Holly. You don’t know how wonderful and good he is.”
“It is the good fellows who forgive. Anyhow, Len will know.”
He himself told Lenore Divine. The latter had exclaimed over 
Alle’s wretched appearance, but Alle had protested a bilious at-
tack, so Lenore thought no more of it. The news stunned her.
“So this is it now!” she said, and that was all for an age, as it 
seemed to Holly, who rambled on, making silly remarks and 
all sorts of excuses for Alle.
This was Monday evening. Alle had taken her biliousness 
to bed. Lenore went up to her. Alle heard her approach her 
door and crouched upon the bed in terror. Unknowingly she 
besought her God. “Oh, God, help me! Oh, God, save me!”
And Lenore was hard—just at first. She thought of that 
man away, her friend and comrade, and husband to this girl 
who had dragged his honour in the mire. She opened the 
door, walked to the bed and stood looking down at the girl 
crouched upon it.
“You should crouch there,” she said, and Alle did not rec-
ognise in the hard voice the soft tones of the Lenore she knew. 
“You should crouch there, you—. I could strike you, for the 
shame you’ve brought to that good man.”
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But it did not last. When the first shock had expended itself 
her womanly sympathies poured themselves in a flood over 
Alle. All her thoughts were bent on a possible escape from 
this dreadful trap. There was only one way, and she shuddered 
at the thought of it. “It is murder,” she told Holly on the Tues-
day morning.
“Oh, rats,” he said. “The girls around town do it regularly. 
What’s the use of making such a fuss about it? The kid’s got 
worry enough as it is. You’re wasting time fooling about. Lafe 
will be home in a week or two, and then her goose will be 
cooked.”
“There is danger for us all if anything happens to Alle. I’m 
frightened.”
“So am I, but you’ve got to do either one thing or the other.”
“I will go out this morning. Alle can mind Lafe.”
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Chapter XXII
At half-past six o’ clock that morning, Lafe Osgood was en-
training for Wellington at the inland town of Taihape,1 some 
hundreds of miles up the country. He was looking a trifle 
worn after his lengthy and strenuous campaign, but was in 
the best of spirits. He sat in a corner of a second-class carriage 
and whistled softly to himself. His tour had been immensely 
satisfactory; his touch everywhere had been vital, and now he 
was looking forward to two or three weeks’ rest before start-
ing work of some kind. Absence had resuscitated all of his 
old passion for his young wife. The train seemed to crawl; the 
minutes to drag like hours. He had books with him, but books 
made no appeal; he could only think of the little lady at home. 
At ten minutes past one o’ clock his train ran into Lambton 
Station.2 His party leader, the only person who expected him, 
was waiting on the station for him, and would gladly have 
kept him talking for hours, but Lafe excused himself.
“No politics to-day, old chap,” he said. ‘I’ll see you to-mor-
row morning at your house. To-day I am a domestic animal.”
Alle was having a cup of tea in the kitchen when he arrived 
home, little Lafe sitting in his high chair beside her. Lenore 
had not returned. He walked round to the back, chuckling 
about the surprise he would give them. He opened the scul-
lery door quietly. Alle thought it was Lenore, and said to the 
child: “Here’s Mummy.” But the next moment Lafe stood be-
fore her. She half rose from her chair, her dainty cup in one 
hand, and stared at him as though he were a ghost. Her face 
grew grey. Horrible fright contorted it for an instant, then she 
fainted, dropping forward upon the table among the dishes.
Lafe got an awful fright. He rushed to her and lifted her 
from the table. He had not bargained on frightening her. And 
such a fright. There was no mistaking that horrid grimace of 
abject fear. He was puzzled and hurt. He laid her upon the 
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small couch which stood beneath the kitchen window and 
noted with dismay the sunken cheeks, hollow eyes and yel-
low skin. “Why, the poor kid must be ill,” he thought, “and 
she has never said a word about it in her letters.” He bathed 
her forehead and shortly her eyelids flickered. “Alle,” he said 
softly. “Alle, darling.”
Mrs. Wishart entered the kitchen; “Why, Lafe! Where did 
you come from? We did not expect you for a week or two.” She 
shook hands with him gladly and then kissed him. “But what’s 
the matter with Alle?”
Alle opened her eyes.
“Nothing much, I think,” answered Lafe. “I gave her a 
shock; she didn’t expect me, you know. But you’re ill, darling.” 
He knelt beside Alle and caressed her fondly. She threw her 
arms around him and kissed him passionately. She hid her 
face against him so that he should not see the ravages her 
trouble had made. She trembled, and he laughed softly and 
lifted her face to scan it.
“Love me as much as ever, eh?”
“More,” she declared vehemently. “More. A thousand times 
more.”
“And I the same, darling. But what’s wrong. You’re look-
ing ill. How did you come to faint when I surprised you? You 
looked afraid of me.”
“Nothing much,” began Alle, but her mother broke in: 
“There’s nothing unnatural the matter with her, Lafe. She’s in 
the family way, that’s all, though the silly girl won’t admit it.”
Alle sprang up. “I’m not! I’m not! How dare you say that, 
Mother! I’m not, I tell you!”
Lafe rose from his knees beside the couch and said quietly: 
“No, of course you’re not. We know that is impossible, but you 
needn’t get so excited about it.”
“Impossible—pish! I’ve heard that tale before. You young 
people think you know everything.”
Chapter XXII 145
“It’s impossible in this case, Mother,” said Lafe. “Absolutely 
impossible.”
Mrs. Wishart looked up at him, at the straight glance of his 
dark eyes, and suddenly knew that he spoke the truth. Then 
she looked at Alle and saw terror in her poor little face. And 
the poor old lady’s heart quailed. Big drops of sweat came out 
on her forehead and hung there glistening. Her knees shook.
“Utterly impossible,” Lafe repeated.
“Of course,” said Alle, but she spoke through stiff lips.
“What’s the matter with you both?” asked Lafe abruptly.
“Nothing—nothing,” answered Mrs. Wishart hurriedly. 
She took a handkerchief from her bosom and wiped her brow 
with trembling hands. Alle rose and embraced him again. She 
laughed hysterically. “Oh, Lafe I’ve been fretting for you, that’s 
all. Just fretting for you.”
“Yes?” he said. “Yes? Is that all?”
The mother rose. “I’ll get away and leave you two alone,” 
she said. “Are you going away again, Lafe?”
“No, not this year,” he said. “And not at all if this little wo-
man is going to fade away without me.”
Lenore Divine could be heard entering the scullery.
“Oh, here’s Mrs. Virtue,” said Mrs. Wishart. She sat down 
again heavily.
Lenore went white as a ghost when she saw Osgood, and 
clutched at the wall for support. He had gone forward eagerly 
with outstretched hands, but on seeing her reception of him 
he dropped his hands and stopped. “Now what the hell—!” 
He bit his full bottom lip and looked from one to the other of 
the women.
Lenore recovered herself immediately. “Oh, Lafe, you star-
tled me to death. I never dreamt of you being here, and I was so 
tired with walking all the morning. But it is lovely to have you 
home.” And so she chatted on while Alle prepared some lunch 
for him. She talked of his tour, of the local party work, of her 
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own doings, even of Kowhatu Ngatoro’s visit, trying to dissi-
pate the hardness, the strangeness, which had patently settled 
on the man. She kept wondering what had gone on before her 
entry. Surely something funny must have happened for him to 
be so strange. His eyes kept roving from one to the other, and 
though he did not repulse Alle’s frequent embraces, neither 
did he ardently respond to them. Mrs. Wishart was only try-
ing to be cheerful, she could see, and that puzzled her a lot. 
The mother soon went home, however. Lafe went outside to 
bring his bag in from the yard, where he had left it, and Lenore 
took advantage of his absence to whisper: “Buck up!3 Forget it! 
We’ll manage somehow. What’s the matter with you?”
“Mother did it,” Alle whispered, clasping her hands in fright. 
She had no time for further confidence, for Lafe came in.
The afternoon wore away. Lenore working about and won-
dering—puzzling her brains for ways and means, and Alle and 
Lafe together in their room lovable enough, happy enough, on 
the surface, but a strangeness still upon the man, even when 
holding her in closest embrace.
Lenore watched for Holly in the yard, so that he would not 
be taken by surprise and cause further speculation on Lafe’s 
part. She felt unreasonably annoyed with Lafe for not letting 
them know he was returning. But in any case they would not 
have anticipated being given away by Alle’s garrulous mother. 
Then, as luck would have it, just at the time of Holly’s arrival 
home from work, little Lafe had an accident on the stairs. He 
had crawled safely up those stairs innumerable times, yet must 
select just that minute for a fall. Right from the first landing 
to the bottom he rolled, banging from stair to stair and ut-
tering shrieks of fright. Doors flew open, Alle’s among them, 
and Lenore rushed in from the yard. Holly, coming in from 
the gate, heard also, and ran. The youngster was not hurt at 
all, however, and, as soon as he was picked up by his mother, 
ceased howling and rubbed his head comically. The crowd 
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that had collected laughed, and Lafe, who had run downstairs, 
turned to go up again and came face to face with Holly com-
ing in from the kitchen. Holly stopped dead, consternation 
visible all over him. Lenore shook the child in her dismay, for 
she saw that Lafe had noticed. He looked black as thunder; 
but shook hands, nevertheless, cordially enough.
“I’m jolly glad to see you, Lafe,” said Holly confusedly, for 
Lenore was glaring at him.
“Yes, you look it,” said Lafe. “It is rather funny, my welcome 
home. Alle fainted, Lenore nearly did so, and now you are jol-
ly glad. You lie, Virtue. You are not glad to see me. Neither was 
Alle; neither was Lenore. There’s some funny business here, 
and I’m going to find out what it is.” Alle was still at the top of 
the stairs, but the other folk had retired to their rooms again.
“Don’t be silly, Lafe,” said Lenore sharply. “What funny 
business can there be? You surprised us, and that’s all there 
is to it.”
He searched her face with hard, strange eyes. “I’ve a feel-
ing, Lenore, that I am going to have a new experience,” he 
said, and looked from her up to his wife.
Alle went back into her room. If she could only lie to him 
with conviction! If she could only pretend! In the old days a 
lie had been a joke, but now that she needed to lie it tied her 
tongue. How she hated her mother’s garrulous tongue. Lafe 
would never have suspected but for that unlucky remark of 
her mother’s. She knew he suspected. She could feel it in her 
bones. She tried to meet him with a smile when he came in to 
her, but it was impossible. He shut the door behind him and 
put his back to it. He was coatless, and his shirt front lay open, 
exposing his hairy chest. He thrust his hands into his trouser 
pockets. “Now,” he said, “you tell me what this is all about. It 
has to do with you.”
“What do you mean? Tell you what?” Sheer desperation turned 
the girl at bay. She rose from the bed and faced him defiantly.
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“Don’t fence.”4 The words came out of him with terrific 
force for all their quietness. The pent-up feeling within him 
was unleashed. He could not control himself. “Don’t fence,” 
he repeated, and stepped up to her. She quailed and wilted 
like a broken flower before him. The agony of a strong man 
crucified was on him, and so manifest was it that Alle lost all 
thought of self in anguished sorrow for him. “It is true, what 
your mother said? Isn’t it? Isn’t it?”
She did not answer—just stared at him and suffered for his 
torment. He caught her by both arms so tightly that the idea 
ran through her head that her arms were broken, and hissed 
into her face: “Deny it! Can you deny it?”
Her lips formed the word “No.” She could not help it. His 
strength had always appalled her, always vanquished her; she 
was such a weak little soul. Her lips formed the word “No,” 
and she crumpled up in his hands. Just crumpled up and fell 
against him. He let her fall to the floor.
The door opened and Lenore Divine came in. He was stand-
ing there, with the girl at his feet moaning. She rushed forward 
and knelt beside the girl, lifted her head and burst out crying. 
“What have you done to her, Lafe? What have you done?”
“What has she done to me?” he asked hoarsely. “Can you 
tell me that?”
In desperation Lenore lied. “What is the trouble? Don’t you 
want her to have your child?”
“It is not my child. And you know it.” And all the woman 
could do was to sob for answer. Alle raised her head a little 
and whispered: “Don’t leave me alone with him, Len. He has 
broken my arms, I think. He’ll kill me.”
“No, no, dear. I’ll look after you. I’ll take care of you.”
“I will not hurt her, said the man. “Don’t worry, Len.” He 
stooped and lifted his wife on to the bed. “To break her poor 
little body will not heal my wound.” He stood beside the bed 
and looked down upon the girl. A spasm of savagery shook 
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him. “Who is the man?” he rasped.
Alle buried her face in the bedclothes. Oh, the shame of it! 
The shame! Lenore Divine could feel the girl’s shame pulsing 
through her own body. Lafe turned Alle’s face towards him. 
She closed her eyes tightly.
“Who is the man?” he demanded, in that frightful, hoarse 
voice.
“Don’t ask her, Lafe,” pleaded Lenore. “Don’t ask her.”
“I must know. Who is the man?” There was silence for a 
while. Lafe waited. He knew that she would tell him—must 
tell him. So he waited. And by and by poor Alle whispered: “I 
don’t know.”
“Don’t lie!” He bent down to her and again lost control of 
himself. “Tell me his name so that I may choke his life out 
with these hands!” He shook his great clenched fists above 
her. Then Alle became hysterical. She rolled away from him 
and beat at the bed, uttering great, tearing sobs. “I don’t know,” 
she babbled. “I don’t know! I was drunk—drunk, I tell you.”
“Oh, hush!” said Lenore. “Hush, for heaven’s sake. Others 
will hear you.”
Lafe fell back. “Drunk—drunk! My wife! My God—my 
God!”
He dropped upon the couch. His face was livid. Lenore 
thought his eyes looked dead. It wrung her heart to see him 
so. She sat beside the bed, not daring to leave them.
And so they remained. Alle’s sobs ceased shortly, and she 
seemed to doze. Lafe sat upon the sofa, his head in his hands. 
Lenore knew that he was crying. As dusk was creeping into 
the room he rose and threw back his shoulders. What now, 
she wondered? He came near her and looked at Alle lying mo-
tionless, her face buried in the pillow. Lenore took his hand 
and pressed it against her face. He drew it away and took his 
coat from where it lay over the end of the bed and put it on. 
“Where does she keep her coat, do you know, Len?”
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“In the wardrobe. Why? She is not going out to-night, Lafe,” 
Lenore spoke firmly. She was not going to stand any brutality.
“No?” he said quietly. He opened the wardrobe and took out 
Alle’s overcoat, laid it on the bed, then sat down upon the sofa 
again. Lenore moved from her chair to the bed. She was puzzled 
and fearful. It grew dark in the room, so she switched on the 
electric light. It woke Alle up. She sat up suddenly, saw Lafe, and 
covered her face with her hands. He rose and said to her grimly: 
“Get up and put your coat on. I’m going to take you home.”
Alle stared. Her slanting eyes grew wide. “What?” she fal-
tered.
“Get up, and put your coat on, I said. I’m going to take you 
home.”
“For—for good?” She clutched at her throat wildly.
“Yes, for good.”
She flung from the bed, rushed to him and threw herself at 
his feet. She grovelled, babbled incoherently, clung to his legs. 
“I won’t go!” she cried, “I won’t go! I love you—love you—love 
you! I can’t live without you, Lafe! I’ll get rid of it and be your 
slave for ever.”
He laughed savagely. “Yes, until you get drunk again. Get 
up and put your coat on.”
Alle looked up at him and saw in his face that iron strength 
against which she had learned she could wield no potent 
weapon. She looked round to Lenore Divine, standing mute 
beside the bed, and said weakly: “Oh, Len! Oh, Len!” and then 
toppled over like one dead.
He looked down at her unpityingly.
The other woman was fast losing all sympathy for him. 
“You’ve done enough for to-night, Lafe. For all time, indeed. 
She is not going out of this house to-night. You can carry her 
down to my room and there she’ll stop. And as long as she 
likes, too.” She flared up at him. “You’ve done enough, under-
stand? You knew Alle. You had no business to leave her.”
Chapter XXII 151
“Rot! She is a woman grown. Did you expect me to wet-
nurse her?” He put on his cap and lifted the slight little figure 
from the floor.
“You’ll carry her to my room?” said Lenore sharply.
“I’ll carry her to where she belongs. Those who made her 
what she is can have her back.” He took the coat from the bed 
and made to wrap it round Alle, but Lenore grabbed at it.
“No, you don’t,” she said. “I defy you to take her. Do you 
want to make a show of us all?”
“Out of my way, Lenore,” he warned. “This is my business.” 
He pushed towards the door and she flung herself upon him 
like a wild-cat. Holly came hurriedly in.
“For God’s sake, what’s the row? The Dooms and Rovers 
are listening in the passage.”
“He wants to carry Alle home, and I won’t let him!” gasped 
Lenore. “Help me stop him, Holly.”
“Take her off me, Virtue,” commanded Lafe. Holly put his 
arms round Lenore and pulled her back. “Come, old girl, you 
can’t interfere in this. It is best for Alle to go for a spell, any-
how. She can come back any time. Go on, Lafe.” And he held 
Lenore Divine while Osgood walked out with his wife.
Lenore fought him. “You brute!” she cried, “You two brutes! 
Now everyone will know, and Alle is lost.”
“Maybe,” said Holly, “but Lafe’s got a side to it too.”
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Chapter XXIII
The Wishart home stood five doors up the street from Leno-
re’s house. There were no fence-yards intervening, however, 
so that by trespassing one could move from one house to an-
other in privacy. Lafe carried his wife through the back-yards 
unobserved in the darkness. He kicked open the back door of 
his father-in-law’s house and walked into the kitchen with his 
burden. Mr. and Mrs. Wishart were there, the former reading 
his paper and his wife sitting idle, her knitting lying in her lap. 
They both started up at the intrusion.
“Bless my soul. What’s the matter?” exclaimed the older 
man in consternation. Mrs. Wishart clasped her hands upon 
her heart. She knew. She knew by Lafe’s face.
“I’ve brought your daughter back to you,” the latter said. 
Alle stirred, then began to struggle. Lafe put her into an arm-
chair, straightened himself and turned to the couple. “She is 
my wife no longer. I will not father another man’s—” Out of 
respect and consideration for the mother he forbore to utter 
the word. He walked out of the room. Alle started after him, 
then stopped and turned on her parents. “You are the cause of 
this! You taught me to have whatever I wanted! It’s your fault 
that I got drunk and disgraced him. I hate you both! Hate you! 
Hate you!” Her last words were a scream.
Lafe went back to his friends. Lenore and Holly were in the 
kitchen—Lenore crying and Holly trying to comfort her. Lafe 
walked in and sat down at one end of the table without a word.
“Have a whiskey, Lafe?” asked Holly.
“No, thanks.” To Lenore: “How’s your book been progress-
ing, Len?”
Lenore wiped her eyes. “Not at all. As you know, I have 
been away and have neglected it. I have not been too—too 
well myself for some time now.”
“I’m going to bed,” said Holly abruptly. “Good night.”
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Lenore was tired out. She had come home calmed if not 
content, resolved to put vain hopes aside and make the best of 
what life had to offer, and here this turmoil had engulfed her. 
She wanted badly to go to bed. Her head ached, but she could 
not leave the man. He sat there stonily, and as she watched him 
she saw that only now realisation at its keenest was coming 
to him. He bent forward with his elbows upon his knees, his 
hands in his hair, his face hidden. At ten o’ clock he started up.
“I must go out. I can’t bear it. You go to bed.”
“Where are you going?” she asked.
“Anywhere. You go to bed.”
“Let me go with you, Lafe,” He looked so awful she was 
frightened.
“What for?” he asked roughly.
“Just to keep you company. I shall not talk. But I don’t want 
you to be alone.”
“Oh, come if you like. It makes no difference.” She hurried 
to her room for a wrap.
They walked for hours. He betrayed no sort of considera-
tion for her. She knew that most of the time, indeed, he was 
not conscious of her presence. Friendship had no place in his 
scheme of things now. She walked hither and thither beside 
him, hoping that her company would give him at least a mor-
sel of comfort. Sometimes he spoke, but more to himself than 
to her. Rough, disjointed talk, mostly curses and philosophic 
dogma. When the clock struck two they were on the lower end 
of the Quays which run along the whole face of the town, two 
miles from home. Except for the coloured harbour-lights the 
whole city lay in darkness. The near-by warehouses loomed 
huge and forbidding and the clock’s resonant clangour struck 
painfully upon the clear, calm night. The air was warm, but 
Lenore shivered. The soft lap-lap of the water against the piles 
sounded weirdly. Her feet were sore with walking; emotional 
stress had worn her out. She thought what a fool she was to 
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be torturing herself so. He took her consideration as a mat-
ter of course, like a very man. But no, she wronged him. She 
knew she wronged him. He took her friendship for the thing 
his own was—loyal, generous, big. She knew that by and by 
he would think of this night. He stopped, took off his cap 
and let the light breeze from seawards ruffle his hair. Lenore 
at once sank down upon a stringer.1 He stood facing the sea 
for a long time and she thought that it was a great pity that 
he did not smoke. She had read somewhere that a pipe was 
the comfort of comforts. She coughed—several times—and 
at last he noticed her.
“Why, Len, it must be late. You should have been in bed 
long ago. You must be dog tired.”
“Yes,” she answered. “I am.” Thinking to wean him from his 
own trouble she told the truth. “I’m tired to death; footsore 
and sleepy.”
“You shouldn’t have come,” he said sharply. “Come, we’ll 
get home.”
She rose obediently. He put an arm about her and helped 
her all he could.
“Now, don’t get up in the morning,” he commanded, when 
they reached home. “Holly can get his own breakfast. I’ll doss 
in2 with him to-night if you don’t mind.”
Lenore just pulled her shoes off and got between the blan-
kets as she was.
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Chapter XXIV
Osgood talked with his party leader that morning, and, 
as a result of the interview, the same evening took ship for 
Christchurch, the leading town of the South Island, intending 
to make that town the starting-point of a South Island organ-
ising tour. So Lenore Divine was enabled to collect herself and 
make a fresh start on her long-interrupted literary labour. She 
found that the mental and physical stress through which she 
had passed had made a tremendous difference in her, an es-
sential difference, a difference that made it next to impossible 
for her to direct the plot of her book along the lines originally 
intended. She had to force an effect. After completing two or 
three chapters she reread them and found that they seemed 
the product of a different pen than the preceding pages. Her 
style even had altered. She had no interest in this book now. 
It did not seem real. She saw that it was at times beautiful, 
but, beyond that—it was shallow, somehow. She knew now 
that there were great things in life to write about, apart from 
the social system, though, of course, she could see that these 
great things were the outcome of that system. She could al-
most laugh now at the love touches in her book. She could 
see, nevertheless, that it would not do to remodel. Better to 
finish as well as possible and start over again. She felt that 
she had risen worlds above the standard set by this effort. It 
had merely touched on life; its loves had been langours, its 
sorrows unshed tears, its joys the gladsomeness of immatu-
rity, its beauties unenraptured. But for her life-long methodi-
cal habits she would not have bothered to finish the book. 
However, finish it she did, typed it, made it into a package, 
and addressed it to a London publishing firm. With that she 
dismissed it from her thoughts.
Alle never came to her house, fearing to meet her tenants, 
but Lenore visited the Wishart home daily. Searching her 
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mind for a fitting theme on the development of which she 
could exploit her new talent, it came to Lenore that night that 
on her own hearthstone, so to say, the answer lay. She would 
write of herself and of Holly and of Kowhatu Ngatoro, and 
of Lafe and Alle. The material was rich. She would tell the 
tale of her own vicissitudes; tell it simply, quietly, and with-
out frills of any sort. Then she saw that the tale, so far as it 
had gone, was incomplete. She would have to carry it further. 
She found that allowing her thoughts free play regarding the 
“might have been” was a dangerous business for her peace of 
mind, so she wisely decided to leave such imaginings until her 
narrative had reached the point where they were necessitated. 
Perhaps by then the soothing hand of Time would have eased 
her love-laden heart.
So during the next few months she worked with the fer-
vour of the impulse upon her, plumbing the rare depths of 
mind and soul which her late experience of life had revealed.
And while she laboured, Alle, a few doors away, drew out 
her days in patient waiting. Her mother’s hair had greyed, 
her father’s shoulders had bowed in shame, at first, but soon, 
thanks to Lenore, both had become in a measure reconciled. 
Neither had reproached the girl; and Alle knew that her 
mother sorrowed as much for Osgood’s hurt as she did her-
self. Lenore had at once broached the question of the child to 
Mrs. Wishart. “She has sinned,” she said sternly. “She can pay.”
The father, who was listening, broke in: “Oh, I don’t know, 
Mother. Times have changed. If—if anything could be safely 
done for her—mustn’t be hard—I don’t know.” He shook his 
head in troubled perplexity.
“The mischief is done. Lafe will never forgive her. The child 
may be some sort of comfort. It will help to keep her steady. 
To relieve her of it while she’s in the mood she’s in now might 
be fatal. She’s mad. She would fly to excitement in search of 
forgetfulness. No, no, leave her alone.”
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“I think you are mostly right,” said Lenore. “But it is the 
child itself I was thinking of. Conceived in drunkenness—by 
brutes. What can one expect?”
“I’ve seen drunken parents have beautiful children,” said 
Mrs. Wishart. “I haven’t got much time for these new-fangled 
notions. This heredity,1 or whatever you like to call it. But here 
she comes.”
Alle entered the room, and her mother greeted her with 
hard eyes. Mr. Wishart looked up furtively. The girl was look-
ing piteously plain, Lenore thought. Her hair, the henna of it 
now in sad need of renewing, was pulled back from her nar-
row forehead anyhow and held at the back with a comb. Her 
face, guiltless of cosmetic, was haggard and yellowish, her 
Oriental eyes had a doped appearance. She was thin, and even 
then, at barely two months, her condition was becoming no-
ticeable.
Lenore Divine could hardly restrain her tears. She rose and 
kissed the girl. “Dear Alle,” she said, “You would like to keep 
your baby now, I suppose?”
“You’ve been talking about me, of course. There’s nothing 
else but me for you to talk about now, is there? I’ll be the sub-
ject for discussion at all your little confabs.”2 An angry flush 
came to the girl’s cheeks.
“You will not,” said Lenore quickly. “You are not going to 
be discussed by anyone. You must admit we had to consider 
things, Alle. But nothing more will be said—if you want to 
keep your child.”
“What does it matter? You can do as you like. Lafe won’t 
care.” She let her head fall on to the table and wept. Her father 
left the room. He could not bear the sight of her grief.
“There’s no sense in crying all the time,” said Mrs. Wishart. 
“Crying won’t bring Lafe back.”
Lenore sat beside the girl and put her arm around her. 
“Alle, from now on you have to think of your little one. I be-
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lieve a lot in pre-natal influence, Alle. You can do a whole 
lot for your child by controlling your thoughts and feelings. 
I am not going to ask you to try and forget Lafe. I want you 
to think of him all the time, and to think of him in connec-
tion with your child. Let your thoughts dwell on his goodness, 
his tenderness, his nobility of mind. Wish and wish and hope 
continually that your baby will be like him. Look after your 
health, exercise your body daily, wear nice clothes, get your 
hair dressed again, and let us see the body of the old Alle with 
the mind and soul of the good mother Lafe would have you 
be. Young motherhood should be so beautiful, Alle. Oh, you 
poor child! You have been sinned against more than you have 
sinned!” (Mrs. Wishart caught her breath and clasped her 
hands.) “You are not going to be miserable, Alle. You are go-
ing to forget all this nastiness and remember only the life bud-
ding within you.” Lenore Divine turned to the mother. “Will 
you be a real mother to her, or shall I take her home with me? 
Will you cherish her and give her smiles and nice words and 
all the care and thought she should have?”
The older woman bent her head. “You are a good woman. I 
shall do the best I can. Perhaps I am hard, or perhaps I am just 
old-fashioned, Lennie.”
“Old-fashioned. Yes, that’s it. Old-fashioned. You have the 
ideas of your generation, which progress has passed by. You 
can’t reasonably be expected to understand or sympathise 
with the present generation. I can see—oh, I can quite see, 
that the mere begetting of children gives no one the right to 
be entrusted with the bringing up of those children. No older 
generation can be entrusted with the education of the young.”
Lenore Divine almost forgot her audience. She clasped her 
hands and walked up and down. Her voice took on the deep, 
throaty note it always assumed when she was moved. Alle 
forgot her grief. Mrs. Wishart stared at her. “The young lives 
with the old training—that is the trouble. The old training 
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is inadequate. It makes no provision for the ever-increasing 
complexities of our modern civilisations. We do not want any 
educational systems; we do not want method for the young. 
We want just a plain teaching of the truth, a plain setting out 
of the facts of life, without sentiment.”
“Society to-day is in a state of flux.3 You and I, Alle, can 
blame and hate and feel as though we young are entrapped 
by the conventions of the old, but really there is no blame at-
tachable anywhere. These things which break us individuals 
are merely incidental to progress. The unrest of to-day will 
settle down when the change-over, from the present methods 
of production to a more progressive method, has been accom-
plished. Everything is out of hand. The new freedom of wom-
an, her entrance into industry, has unbalanced her. Man has 
had this freedom for ages and has got used to it; for the preser-
vation of the race man had to learn to handle freedom, though 
of course there is still the worthless type who cannot use it 
decently. Coming into industry on the same terms as man, 
woman is acquiring his freedom and contracting his habits. 
While she was under the economic dependence of man he 
had the upper hand and kept her well in order, on the whole, 
but now he must stand helplessly by and see her acquire the 
same habits as himself. But it will pass over when order has 
again evolved out of the present social chaos. Things will settle 
down of their own accord.” She dropped into the chair by Alle 
again. “You, my dear, need not feel like a criminal. You have 
not committed a crime. You are merely a victim, and as time 
goes on and Lafe thinks things over he will see this and then—
who knows? You are not going to despair. Your life is not ru-
ined by any means. Even if the break with Lafe is irreparable, 
you will have your child, and—why, Alle, you are really very 
little worse off than I am. I have my troubles, too, you know.”
Alle had gripped her hands. A light, the light of hope, had 
leapt into her face at Lenore’s words.
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“Yes, yes, dear Len, I know your trouble. Oh, Len, do you 
think—is it possible that some time he may forgive?”
“Who can say? Lafe is all white, and it is always the good 
man who forgives. If you keep on wishing and wishing and 
building yourself up afresh—”
Alle dropped her hands. “Yes, but I told Lafe once that I 
was too brittle to be fashioned anew; that in order to remodel 
one had to have good raw material to work on.”
“How could you know? Experience had not then tested the 
raw material. Give it a go. From now on there are to be no 
more tears. And you can begin sewing your baby’s little gar-
ments. It will give you something to do and help to bring it 
closer to you.”
So Alle waited patiently. Lenore insisted on her going about 
a lot. “No one knows anything really,” she said. “Of course the 
people here know there is something, but we are not going 
to enlighten them in any way. We’ll ignore them, and act as 
though everything were all right, even if they find out it isn’t. 
We can’t hide the fact that you and Lafe have parted, but we 
shall not discuss the matter with anyone.”
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Chapter XXV
During the following months Lenore was compelled to take 
note of Holly. His former special drunken bouts were becom-
ing almost daily occurrences. He was taking on a sottish1 ap-
pearance, and Lenore would sometimes shudder at sight of 
him caressing her child. She grew harassed and nonplussed; 
doubtful where her duty lay; wondering what would be the 
outcome. She had told Kowhatu that Holly would eventu-
ally kill himself, but she had not meant it. His health was not 
good, certainly, but there was no reason why he should not 
see old age. What was toward, then? He still hung on to his 
job, but his hold was a feeble one, she knew, and she could 
not hope that he would get another. He was not fit—it was 
not right that men’s lives should be dependent on him. So 
far as she knew, he had not yet been drunk at his work, but 
she supposed that would come. One thing, he was still like-
able—and quiet. He was malleable as wax in her hands. And 
the child doted on him.
The child. He was getting on—nearing two years. The 
child it was who had kept her to Holly that other time. 
Would it be the child, after all, that would demand his fa-
ther’s sacrifice?
What would Holly be like in a year’s time? She shuddered 
at the prospect. His degeneration had been so rapid—so com-
plete. The bright flame of mentality which for a year or two 
had illumined the first dark stages of his physical decline had 
dulled, faded, then died. She was compelled now to think of 
the future, but she tried hard to keep the line of her thoughts 
away from her lover. At times, seeing the poor, sodden wreck 
of humanity, reeking of spirits, fondling the little one, she 
wanted to snatch the pure, sweet child from the evil contact 
and rush away for ever—rush away to the north, to the arms 
of her loved one, and forget that her life had ever been soiled 
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by contact with the whiskey-drinker. But these fitful moods 
would pass and only the puzzlement remain.
Then, when Holly really did get the sack from his work, it 
happened on the same day that she received word from Lon-
don that her first book had been accepted, and on good terms. 
Lenore was astonished and vastly pleased. When Holly arrived 
home dead drunk at four in the afternoon and maundered out 
his news she was unruffled. At least she need not fear poverty. 
She did not think then of the price of whiskey. That came to 
her a week later when Holly, having spent himself up, came to 
her shamefacedly. “Say, Len, got any money you don’t want? 
Haven’t had a drink since morning.”
Lenore started. “Oh,” she said, and flushed with shame. 
Then said in her most dignified manner: “I will give you a 
pound for once, Holly, but you must understand that it is for 
once. I only just get along here, as you know. I have saved very 
little. If you want whiskey you must earn the money to buy it.”
“But you’ll be all right now,” he said jocularly. “You’ll soon 
be making tons of money with your books.”
“Don’t get the idea into your head that I’ll make much 
money. My books will never be bestsellers. Don’t come to me 
again for money for whiskey. Understand?”
“Oh, all right. I’ll look for work in the morning. So long, 
now, old girl. I’ll shin out and get a bottle.” He put his arm 
around the woman and made to kiss her, but Lenore slipped 
from his embrace with loathing at his proximity. He shrugged. 
“Oh, if that’s how you feel”—and hurried away.
He really did look for work, but there was nothing doing 
in his line, and he was fairly well known, so of course he did 
not get it.
Again and again he came to Lenore for money. At first she 
was adamant, but his obvious distress and need soon wore 
her down. His craving for spirits was horrible, and was ag-
gravated by his idleness. He clung to her and besought her in 
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a puling2 way that nauseated her and made her glad to give in 
order to rid herself of him. But she saw that the limit to her 
giving was always in sight. She had not very much money by 
her, and, so that it must be safe from his depredations, she had 
banked the money that she had received for her book in the 
child’s name. What to do? So long as he had whiskey, he was 
decent enough. Without it he was slovenly, not too clean even, 
now—a sickening degenerate. She told herself fiercely that she 
was a fool to stick to him. She could not understand why she 
did not take the child and fly to the Maori man. But there it 
was. She was this poor creature’s keeper. Her reason was not 
strong enough to conquer her heart. At times she grew savage 
with herself. Especially was this so when she received Ngaire’s 
occasional letters. Not a word had the brown man sent her 
personally, but always at the end of Ngaire’s letter there would 
be: “Kowhatu sends his sincere love.” These letters were in-
variably full of Kowhatu’s doings, of the brother’s and sister’s 
life together in the joint management of the station. Lenore 
sometimes wished that the girl would not write, so acute an 
ache did her letters evoke, so dreadfully did they contrast 
poor Holly with the man she loved. She missed Lafe Osgood, 
who had remained in Christchurch at the completion of his 
tour. He had been fortunate enough to secure the manager-
ship of the workers’ co-operative grocery business3 in that city 
at a fair salary. But Lenore knew that he missed his Welling-
ton, that he missed her and Holly. Nostalgia breathed through 
every line of his letters.
He had never yet mentioned Alle, but Lenore regularly 
gave him news of her. She told him how Alle was following 
her advice, how she was caring for herself and for her little 
one, remodeling herself, praying and hoping for a reconcili-
ation.
“Of course, Lafe,” she wrote in one letter, “Alle does not 
think that it is possible for you to take the child. We can both 
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see that that would be too much to expect. I tell her although 
reconciliation with you is her one thought now, when the 
child comes she will probably prefer remaining with it at her 
parents’ home to leaving it for yours, but she only laughs and 
says the very idea is absurd—that her mother can have this 
one and she will have yours. What do you think of that for a 
changed Alle?”
But to all of this sort of thing Lafe had not yet vouchsafed 
one word of reply. He wrote about his work, the movement, 
herself and Holly, but never a word about Alle.
Lenore wanted his advice on her domestic troubles dread-
fully. Beyond telling him of Holly’s idleness and a few re-
marks about his increasing debauchery, she had communi-
cated nothing of the matter to him as yet. Written down, the 
thing looked horrible. She could not paint a pen-picture of 
that gross, fevered face and twitching limbs, ever at her skirt 
whining for money. It seemed that the shame was hers. She 
felt humiliated beyond measure. If Lafe had remained in Wel-
lington Holly would not now have been in the depths. How 
quickly he had fallen when the big dark man’s influence had 
lifted. Thinking of this one night, the idea came to her that she 
would write and ask Lafe to come home. He might refuse, but, 
anyhow, asking would do no harm. What she could not write 
she knew she would have no difficulty in saying to this man 
who had been as a brother to her. He was badly wanted back 
by his party, she knew, but in that matter, of course, Welling-
ton’s loss had been the other city’s gain. Without telling Alle, 
she would ask him to come home; she would just write that 
Holly had got beyond her and she did not know what to do.
Which was true. He had been dreadful lately. She had 
had to stop Alle from visiting her when he was out of whis-
key. He had given up all pretence of looking for work long 
since, though she knew that he could have got hard manual 
labour had he wanted it, or had he been able to do it, which 
Chapter XXV 165
she thought he was not. When the craving was not on him—
that is, when he had the spirits—he would be tortured with 
remorse. He would be her veritable slave, and weep tears of 
shame for the trouble he had brought upon her. He knew that 
she could not afford him whiskey money. He knew that he 
had drunk up almost the whole of her little savings. At these 
times he realised the enormity of his sins, and so abject a crea-
ture would he become that she never knew in which mood 
she despised and loathed him most: when the craving was on 
him, at which times he would be dead to all sense of decency, 
or when he writhed in the toils of remorse.
He never had enough whiskey to satisfy him. She had caught 
him drinking methylated spirits. She knew that he consorted 
with all sorts of poor human scum, like himself and worse, on 
the look-out for drink. She had forbidden him to touch the 
child when drunk. He acquiesced, though sullenly. But latterly 
he had even lost interest in the child to some extent.
Here was Lenore Divine’s chance, one would think. Here 
was the obstacle preventing the consummation of her love 
removed. Holly was losing his love for the child, the only 
link between them. Why did she not snatch at the opportu-
nity? God knows! And perhaps other good women also. The 
lower the derelict sank the closer she would stand by him. 
If one thing did not keep her to Holly another thing would. 
She thought constantly of leaving him, but always as a remote 
contingency; never as something which might be done to-
day or to-morrow. But something would have to be done. He 
was becoming a menace to the well-doing of her house. The 
tenants looked askance at him. She was only just struggling 
along, just keeping her head above water, and the whiskey re-
morselessly ate up her savings. If something were not done 
the end promised very soon. Yes, she must get Lafe home.
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Chapter XXVI
Two days after Lenore Divine made this decision Alle went 
into hospital and was delivered of a son. And immediately the 
child was born the girl began to sob. She sobbed and sobbed 
until her nurse and doctor were distracted.
“What’s the matter with her?” The latter called Lenore, who 
had remained with Alle right through, aside and questioned 
her. “What is it all about? I cannot answer for her if this con-
tinues. She is in a fever now.”
“It is the husband. They are living apart. I’ll go back to her 
and make her stop it.” She bent over Alle and drew her hands 
from her face, holding them firmly. “Now stop it, Alle,” she 
commanded. “Stop it, I tell you. The idea of carrying on in this 
nonsensical way.”
Her quiet strength gradually calmed the other, so that pres-
ently Lenore asked the nurse to bring the child.
Alle started up. “No!” she cried. “No, no, no! I don’t want to 
see it. I won’t see it. Never, never, never.”
“All right—all right,” said the nurse hurriedly. Then to Leno-
re: “Better leave her alone for a while, till she gets stronger.”
“No. We won’t encourage her in any such nonsense. I know 
her, Nurse, and I know what is best for her. You’re going to 
have the child, Alle, and you’re going to love it. Bring it, Nurse.”
Alle fell back, whimpering, but presently, when the nurse 
brought the little bundle and Lenore uncovered the clothes 
and exposed the tiny, pink, bald head, Alle’s eyes involuntarily 
came round to it. It lay in Lenore’s arms calmly sleeping, and 
looking the image of its mother. Alle’s heart warmed in spite 
of her; queer little thrills agitated her fingers and before she 
knew it she had put out a hand and touched the velvet cheek. 
“A baby,” she said softly. And then, quite loudly and fiercely: 
“My baby! Give it me, Len.” She cuddled it to her, pressed her 
pale lips to its head and wept. Just clean, sweet, womanly tears 
of joy in motherhood.
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Lenore Divine said to the nurse: “Come, she’s all right now,” 
and left the room. Going home she thought: “It might all be 
for the best, after all. Alle was going bad. I believe a little baby 
would make any sort of woman good.”
Lafe arrived on Wednesday morning of the following week. 
He came to Lenore direct from the steamer,1 which berthed at 
eight o’ clock. Lenore was giving little Lafe his breakfast when 
he came to the back door. Holly was still in bed. The girl had 
received no answer to her letter and was therefore agreeably 
surprised. In fact she shed a few tears of welcome. When he 
removed his hat she saw that his abundant hair was streaked 
with grey, but otherwise he appeared the same old Lafe.
“Now, what’s this about Holly?” he asked as he sat down to 
the table beside her and poured himself a cup of tea.
“Hush. Not so loud. He is still in bed and might hear you. 
Oh, Lafe, he is just a wreck—a whiskey-sodden wreck. And 
the fact of the matter is I can’t keep him any longer.”
“Keep him!” He looked at her keenly. “Keep him? So that’s 
it. You have been buying him whiskey, like a fool.”
“I had too. I had too. You don’t know him now. What else 
could I do?”
“Kick him out.”
Lenore laughed and shrugged. Lafe drained his cup, leaned 
back in his chair and said: “Tell me all about it.”
And Lenore told him. He grew livid with fury as she re-
lated several particularly horrid incidents. He rose and strode 
about furiously. “Why did you not let me know?” he demand-
ed. “Why not have told me before, when it began? God! I 
should have known, anyhow. Him out of work—the cost of 
whiskey. Why in hell did you stick to it?”
“I don’t know. I can’t understand it. I could have gone to a 
beautiful home, Lafe. I can go to a beautiful home now—any 
day I like, but this poor Holly stands in the way.”
“What do you mean?” he asked curiously.
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“I mean that I fell in love with Ngaire’s brother, Kowhatu, 
when he was here, and he with me.”
Lafe fell back, staring at her. “Oho! But you wouldn’t leave 
Holly, eh?”
“I couldn’t leave him then, because of the child.” You know, 
Lafe, how he used to love the child. I couldn’t leave the child, 
and I couldn’t deprive him of it. But now—he hardly bothers 
with baby. His one thought is the whiskey.”
“Why don’t you leave him now, then? Why not take the 
child and go to this man?”
“Don’t look at me like that, Lafe, as though I had done 
something wrong. But yes, I did do wrong. I did wrong by 
uniting myself to Holly in the first place. I should have known 
by my doubts and worries that I did not really love him. But 
how could I have known? One can’t know love till it comes, 
and then it is too late.”
“I beg your pardon, Len. I am not judging you. You 
have done no wrong. Why, good God! How many women 
would—but never mind. Why don’t you go now to this man? 
Is it convention?”
“Oh, no. It is still Holly. What could I do with him? Lafe, I 
feel like the keeper of a poor demented animal. I daren’t let up. 
I can’t get rid of the idea that I am responsible for him. He was 
all right till he married me. It seems as though—as though I 
crushed poor Holly. Do you understand?”
“Yes, I think I do. There may be something in it, too. I 
mean, there may have been a quality in your very fineness 
and strength that proved poisonous to Holly. But it is hardly 
likely. It is probably a hereditary taint2 in him.”
“Yes”, came Holly’s voice from the passage door. “You are 
right, Lafe. My mother died crazed with whiskey.”
Lafe and Lenore were entirely discomfited, but Holly said: 
“It’s all right, don’t worry. I’ve been listening in the passage. 
How did you manage to get here, Lafe? Come to see the son 
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and heir?”
Lenore leapt up. “You cur!” she cried. “You cur!”
An inarticulate sort of growl came from Lafe. He was cer-
tainly livid then. But he just said quietly: “I’ve come back to 
look after you.” He seated himself on the table and examined 
Holly.
Holly mumbled: “I don’t need any looking after.” Even as 
he spoke his eyes went to the cupboard. “Been blabbing, I 
suppose, Len?”
“A nice sort of swine you’ve become,” said Lafe to him. “By 
God, Virtue, you were a man once.”
“If what he said just now is true, Lafe, it is not his fault,” 
said Lenore gently.
“He has to be treated as though it were his fault, just the same.”
“Treated! Treated! I like that. You can cut the ‘treated’ stuff, 
Osgood. I’m not a child. And what’s more, I want a drink,” he 
added roughly, and went to the cupboard.
“Who pays for the whiskey, Virtue?” asked Lafe.
Holly turned on him. “You mind your own damn business. 
It was my money that bought this business.”
Lafe stood up. “Got a room, Len?” he asked.
“Of course, for you. Where are your traps?”3
“In the left-luggage office.4 Can get them any time.”
Lenore preceded him to his room. “Some change in him, 
right enough” said Lafe. “He’ll have to work. Any sort of work. 
He looks strong enough.”
“He’s not strong, though. He tried to dig up the garden, 
and it knocked him right out.”
“That’s the whiskey. He’ll have to work. I’ll make him.”
“A year ago he would have died sooner than speak to you 
like that, Lafe. Are you sure you care to stay here? Have you 
quite got over —”
 “I’m all right. Here’s as good as anywhere else.” His face set 
grimly. “Don’t try any funny business with me, Len. You’ve 
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been great. You are out on your own on the ‘good woman’ 
stunt, but you’ve got to understand that that affair is finished. 
I hope she gets on well. If you stick to her I’m sure she will, 
but I’m through. If I meet her she’ll be just an acquaintance. 
Get that?”
Lenore was dreadfully disappointed. She sat on a chair be-
side the window and gazed forlornly into the street. Lafe threw 
himself upon the bed. The child had stopped with Holly.
“I thought, perhaps, you might come to forgive, Lafe. And 
so you may. It is too soon, yet.”
“No one can guarantee his future actions. For the present, 
I don’t want to discuss the matter.”
“Very well; but if you only knew the good it has done her! 
Alle was going bad, Lafe. This tragedy has been her salvation. 
She is a good woman, now, fit to be your wife. Before, she was 
not fit.”
“Shut up!” he admonished rudely. Lenore’s heart leapt. 
Through, was he? Nonsense. She flew to the bed and sat be-
side him. She bent above him breathlessly. “Oh, Lafe! Dear, 
dear Lafe! Just give her another chance. She is so beautiful 
now, Lafe, lying there in her bed with the wee baby beside 
her—”
“Don’t” he cried. “Get away.”
“I won’t, I won’t. You do love her still!” She gripped his 
huge shoulders and forced him to meet her eyes. “I know you 
love her, Lafe. I can see your thoughts. You are thinking of her, 
wanting her, but you are hating the poor, innocent babe. Her 
mother will take the baby, and you and Alle can start again. 
Come and see her to-day. Let me go straight away now and 
tell her you are coming to see her. Just in a friendly way, Lafe.” 
He had flung her off. “Just in a friendly way. How she would 
love it! She would be in heaven, Lafe. Her one thought is of 
you. Will you come?”
He put his arm around her and drew her to him. And 
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there they lay quietly for some minutes. Lenore hardly dared 
to breathe.
“Yes, I’ll come,” he said abruptly. “I’ll see her in a friendly 
way. I haven’t any bad feeling about her. I can see she is a vic-
tim of the social conditions as well as you can. My reason can 
hold her blameless but my instincts are stronger than my rea-
son. I’ll see her in a friendly way, but don’t hope for anything 
further. Regarding intimacy between us again I have the feel-
ing of loathsomeness that one has against drinking out of a 
cup that has been used by someone dreadfully diseased. It is 
impossible.”
Lenore shuddered. “Now you’ve spoiled it. But never 
mind. I shall tell her you are willing to be friendly, but that 
is all. She’ll think that better than nothing.” To herself she 
thought: “The rest will be in Alle’s hands, and I think it will 
be pretty safe.”
She hurried through her work while Lafe went and got his 
luggage. Holly had disappeared, leaving the boy playing in the 
kitchen. Mrs. Wishart always minded little Lafe when Leno-
re went out, so the two were able to visit the hospital alone. 
Lenore went in to Alle first to prepare the girl.
Alle was sitting up against a pile of pillows petting the babe. 
She was fat, and looked a mere child herself. There was natural 
colour in her cheeks and lips, and her henna hair was freshly 
brushed. Lenore thought she had never looked so charming. 
She had half a mind to call Lafe in to see her there with the 
babe, but her good sense conquered. She joined in the petting 
for a few moments and then asked the nurse if she would take 
the child away as she wanted to talk to its mother alone. Alle 
looked up surprised, but allowed it to go without comment.
“Lafe came home this morning,” said Lenore, without any 
preamble.
Alle went white and began to tremble. “Does he know?” 
she whispered.
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“Yes, he knows and he feels friendly to you, Alle. Just 
friendly.”
A great sigh of relief and gladness escaped the girl and 
her colour returned, “Just friendly, eh,” she murmured. “Just 
friendly.” She smiled slowly, deliciously.
“Yes, he says that he can never be reconciled to you as a 
husband, but he is willing to be friendly so long as you accept 
him in that light only.”
The two women’s eyes met—met and held together in one 
long, significant woman-wise look. Then Lenore jumped up 
and kissed the girl. “He’s out on the veranda, Alle, waiting to 
see you. Play your cards well. I’ll send him in.”
Alle clutched at her. “Here! He’s here! To see me! Oh, Len, 
I’m frightened.”
“You needn’t be. He’s just friendly, you know.” They both 
laughed, Alle a trifle hysterically, and Lenore went to the 
French windows, opened one and called to Lafe, who came 
at once. He stepped through the window, cocksure of himself, 
removing his hat as he came—came straight to his wife and 
held out his hand; but Lenore got a funny idea that for all his 
cocksureness he was more nervous than the other. He held 
out his hand and Alle took it in both of hers.  Took it and held 
it without a word, looking up into his face with her soul in her 
eyes. He gently disengaged it and sat down beside the bed. 
“You are looking very well, Alle,” he said.
Her eyes were on his hair, on the grey streaks. “You have 
gone grey,” she whispered. “Gone grey—over me.”
“Yes,” he said simply. “I went grey over you, but we are 
not going to be sentimental or silly. Len here wants us to be 
friends, so the least we can do is oblige her. Jolly nice place 
this. Clean and airy. When will you be out?”
And just so he talked to her for half an hour, perhaps, 
friendly as he had said, but permitting no sentiment to creep 
in. When he left, with a hearty handshake, Lenore stayed be-
hind to cheer the girl up.
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“It is not hopeless,” she declared. “You expect too much 
too soon. Just imagine him coming at all. You’ve got to fight 
for him, court him, interest yourself in his interests, using all 




The worst of all this botherment over Holly lay in the fact that 
it was drying up Lenore’s inspiration at its source. She had be-
gun her second book in serenity and in certainty, determined 
to tell, as simply as possible, of her and her companions’ loves, 
and for a little time her pen had been led easily and fearlessly 
by the bright light of inspiration, but from the time Holly lost 
his work, and as a consequence began to plague her, the bright 
light began to dwindle. This hurt her and worried her more 
than any other aspect of the business did. She felt that the 
most beautiful thing in her, the most valuable thing, too, from 
all points of view, was being slowly killed by the ugly shadow 
that dogged her steps. The opening chapters had welled forth 
from her mind clear and fresh and sparkling as the waters 
from a spring, withal the tragic touch and new strength was 
there. But gradually a sort of dryness crept into her narrative, 
she laboured where before she had pleasured, and the result of 
her labour was unsatisfactory to her.
Worry is not conducive to good work. As time went on 
she realised that the field of her genius would yield but small 
harvest while her conditions of life remained as they were. 
She talked the matter over with Lafe the very first night they 
had together.
“You’ll just have to put him out of your thoughts entirely,” 
he said, “so that your mind will regain all of its old vigour. 
I’ll take him in hand. He’ll go down on the wharf with me 
to-morrow and stand up to the ganger.1 If he earns no money 
he’ll get no whiskey.
“But surely you are not thinking of going on the wharf, 
Lafe?”
“Sure, till Holly gets going. Then I’ll pull out. Doesn’t much 
matter. The election campaign will be beginning next month. 
I am not particular about work at all until after the election.”
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“Then you’ll have a seat, Lafe. I suppose you’ll stand for 
Central?”2
“Yes, it is a sure seat, right enough. So you see I’ll have time 
to attend to Holly. Dismiss him from your scheme of things.”
A wonderful relief the big man’s coming proved to Leno-
re. Holly, ashamed before Lafe, tried to pick himself up a bit. 
He agreed readily to going on the wharf, and, as the shipping 
was rather heavy at the time, succeeded in getting work at 
once. But he suffered. Undoubtedly he suffered, for he had 
to work hard. He had never done hard work before, and now 
he was whiskey-sodden, flabby and nervous. After the first 
day’s work he had to rest for an hour at a near-by hotel before 
getting up strength enough to go home. He would not have 
worked two hours but for Lafe, who threatened to thrash 
him unmercifully if he threw up the sponge.3 Once during 
the morning he appeared so faint that Lafe went across the 
Quay to a hotel and bought him a flask of spirits, which he 
allowed him to sip now and again. Virtue had not strength 
enough to eat his dinner. He staggered to his bed and fell 
upon it. But he could not sleep. He shortly called to his wife 
to bring him a drink.
“I have none,” said Lenore to Lafe, who immediately went 
out and bought another small flask. “Now, Virtue,” he told 
Holly when he returned, “this is all we have, and it’s all we are 
going to get. When you are paid you can return me the money 
I’ve spent on it. I’ll stake you whiskey-money till pay-day. Two 
of these a day. Lennie is not spending another penny on you.”
“You wouldn’t send me down there again to-morrow, 
Lafe?” implored the wreck on the bed. “I can’t do it. I can’t do 
it, Lafe. It will kill me.”
“That,” said his taskmaster mercilessly, “is just the end I 
have in view. At least, if I can’t cure you I shall kill you. You’ll 
go down with me in the morning. Sleep and rest all you can 
now.”
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Holly sat up. “I won’t go, I tell you! I won’t go! Who the hell 
are you to come bossing me, you—”
Lafe struck him on the mouth with his open hand and 
knocked him backwards. Lenore Divine came hurriedly in. 
Holly was spitting blood and curses.
“Shut your foul mouth before your wife” ordered Lafe, “or 
I’ll beat you up.”
“What are you doing, Lafe?” asked Lenore agitatedly. “Oh, 
his mouth is all blood. You must not be brutal.” She wiped 
Holly’s mouth with her handkerchief.
“Don’t interfere, said Lafe grimly. “I’ll cure him or kill him, 
and I don’t much care which.”
Holly started to cry. He sobbed and moaned like a lit-
tle child, clinging to the woman, who sat upon the bed and 
soothed him gently.
“Don’t let him make me go down there tomorrow, Len,” 
he pleaded. “It’s awful. We got on an oil boat. Had to lift great 
heavy cases of oil. It was awful.”
“All right, all right. You go to sleep now and I’ll see about 
it.” She lay beside him and soothed him off to sleep. Soon he 
was stertorously snoring.
He went back to the wharf next morning, nevertheless. 
Lenore cried to see him go, but Lafe was adamant. “You’ll go 
and work or I’ll break every bone in your body,” he said, and 
Holly had perforce to endure. Fierce hatred of Osgood be-
gan to burn in him. He grew sullen and refused to speak to 
the man. How he craved for spirits. And yet that iron hand 
and eye were ever there to measure out the small potion, de-
nying him his fill. If he could only have got Lafe out of the 
road he knew he could wheedle money out of Lenore. But 
Lafe watched him unceasingly, and threatened Lenore with 
the loss of his friendship if she gave the derelict money. “It will 
only be like this for a week or two,” he told her, “and then he 
will be all right.” Lafe seemed to forget Alle, and when Lenore 
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spoke of her tentatively, he replied: “One thing at a time. One 
thing at a time.”
On the first pay-day they had each about five pounds to 
draw. At eleven o’ clock (the pay hours are from eleven till 
two), Lafe and Holly ranged themselves in the queue in the 
“donkey room,”4 Osgood taking care to get in front of Holly, 
whom he had no intention of letting slip him up. Holly’s 
eyes were glistening at the thought of the money. His fingers 
itched. His throat seemed furred. He clutched the money 
and hurried to the stairway. Lafe kept at his heels, followed 
him to the hotel bar close by. He had a glass of beer himself 
while Holly gulped the spirits. By and by, he said: “That’ll 
do, Virtue. We’ll go and have some dinner and then get back 
to work.”
Holly laughed defiantly and called for another glass. The 
spirits had inflamed him. “Get back to hell,” he said savagely. 
“This’ll do me.” He faced Lafe with murderous hate in his eyes. 
“Take your black dial5 out of my sight!” He almost screamed 
the words out, adding a string of vile abuse.
The bar was full, and all attention turned upon them in-
stantly. Osgood, of course, was well known to all and well 
liked. Indeed, he was regarded almost with reverence by his 
fellow sons of toil. A hush fell over the noisy crew.
Lafe faced the other in silence; just bored into him with 
his steady, determined eyes, and Holly’s assurance began to 
waver, to be displaced by an uneasy truculence. He flung 
around to the bar and grabbed the glass which the barman 
pushed across. Lafe knocked it out of his hand. It smashed 
against the bar.
“Here, cut that out!” cried the barman. “I’ll pay for it,” Lafe 
answered briefly.
Holly struck at him, but Osgood caught his arm in his great 
hand and thrust him back. “Do you want me to beat you up?” 
he growled. “Come back to work.”
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Holly looked around wildly. A bottle stood on the bar. 
He picked it up and rushed at Lafe with it. The other men 
fell away from them. “I’ll kill you!” he shrieked, and aimed a 
blow at Lafe’s head. He missed, however, for Lafe dodged and 
caught the blow on his shoulder. The bottle fell from Holly’s 
hand. But he had gone mad with rage and humiliation, and 
flew at Lafe with his fists. The two fought. Lafe was astounded 
at the strength and agility displayed by his opponent. Holly, 
who had been somewhat of a pugilist6 in the old days, fought 
now with the strength of desperation. For some time the big 
man was hard put to it to hold his own, but the poor emascu-
lated drunkard was soon exhausted and became like a child in 
the other’s grasp. He would have fallen to the floor, but Lafe, 
who had blood running from a cut on his temple, and was 
well blown into the bargain, steadied him against the bar.
“Give him a stiff whiskey,” he told the barman, adding, to 
Holly, “and then we’ll get back to work.” Holly swallowed the 
liquor and followed him out like a lamb. He could not work, 
though, so Lafe took him home and made him go to bed.
There was no rebellion after that pay-day. Holly stood up 
to the ganger every morning and afternoon, sometimes even 
when Lafe did not accompany him, and almost always got 
work. He never worked well (no man learned the tricks of the 
trade7 more quickly than he did), so that he seldom got more 
than one job from the same foreman, but, because the quays 
happened to be very busy that season, he would get a job of 
some sort and do whatever he could with it.
After the first week or two he began to show signs of real 
improvement. The whiskey craze seemed to be becoming less 
virulent and Lafe and Lenore had great hopes of him. His ran-
cour against Lafe gradually disappeared, and by the time the 
election campaign was in full swing, three months later, he 
was regaining a semblance of his old self. He still consumed 
an enormous quantity of whiskey, and occasionally had hor-
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rid lapses wherein he sank to a shameful depth, but he was 
trying to rise, patently trying, so Lenore and Lafe had hopes.
And Lenore grew almost happy on finding the full vigour 
of her mentality return with the cessation of worry. Her writ-
ing again became pleasurable, completely satisfying, though 
the demands it made on her physical strength often left her 
exhausted.
Then one day she had a letter from Kowhatu Ngatoro. Im-
possible to describe her sensations on opening it and seeing 
his dear signature at the bottom. A faintness overcame her 
and she trembled so that she could scarcely hold the paper. 
How she fed upon its matter! How she loved it! Alternately 
she walked about her room clasping it to her breast, or knelt 
beside her bed with her forehead pressed upon it, just lov-
ing it. She imagined she could smell the Maori body odour 
upon it, the acrid, pungent smell of the brown man. For the 
first time since that one swift embrace beneath the trees in 
Kelburne8 Park she felt passionate love for the man hurtling 
through her veins. All the ecstasy of that mad embrace came 
flooding upon her, torturing her, driving her to frenzy. Over 
and over again, until she knew it almost by rote, she read the 
letter, some six closely written sheets.
It was the frankest of love letters. Over a year since he had 
left her and then to come this frankest of love letters. He want-
ed news of her, news written to himself from herself. He could 
not be satisfied with her letters to Ngaire. How wonderfully 
he told her of his undying love, penning the sweetest words 
of endearment in manliest phrasing. She was like a woman 
demented again that day.
Alle came over after lunch, as she often did when the men 
were at work, and was frightened at her friend’s appearance. 
There was no nonsense about Alle now. She was a woman 
grown, with the scars of her terrible experience yet upon her. 
Full-bosomed and buxom she had become, and her girlish 
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prettiness had developed into a strange kind of beauty. She 
still henna’ d her hair, but her velvety skin was now always 
free from powder and showed natural roses. Motherhood, in 
short, had enhanced Alle’s attractiveness a hundredfold.
She exclaimed worriedly over Lenore Divine. “I don’t know 
what you stay here for, loving that man like that? Why, you 
look like a wild woman, Lennie. You can’t go on like this.”
“No, and I won’t go on like it either.” Lenore was distraught. 
“I’ll go to him now. This very night. You go and send him a 
telegram to say that I am coming by the express to-night, so 
that he can meet me at the station. Oh, my dear! My dear! 
How can I wait till I reach you? His dear hand, Alle! Do you 
remember his reddish hair? Like fox fur, we used to say. You 
hurry out and I’ll pack my things. Oh, why does the train not 
go till six o’ clock?”
Alle was a bit taken aback by this swift action, but she loy-
ally stood to. “I wish to goodness it went before the men came 
home,” she said. “But wait. You can go off to the station before 
five o’ clock and I’ll stay here and tell them that you are visit-
ing. I shall tell them the truth after the train has gone. Now 
I’ll go and send the message to Kowhatu.” She hurried off, 
returning in ten minutes to find Lenore Divine packing up. 
The latter was feverishly happy, and little Lafe trotted about 
in great glee. “Me goin’ ’way in twain,” he told Alle when she 
entered Lenore’s bedroom. Alle lifted him and kissed him. “I 
hope Hol doesn’t make a fuss, poor beggar,” she muttered. “It’s 
rather a shame, coming just at this time, when he’s trying to 
pull himself together.”
Lenore left her home at quarter-past four, and Alle awaited 
the coming of Lafe and Holly in much trepidation. Since the 
day he had visited her at the hospital she had not spoken to 
Lafe. She had seen him at times. Lenore’s back-yard was eas-
ily visible from the Wisharts’, and she had watched for him to 
enter or leave the house often. She had been aware, of course, 
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that he had undertaken Holly’s regeneration, and Lenore had 
told her of his “One thing at a time”; so she had waited pa-
tiently, knowing that her time was not yet, and sincerely wish-
ing also not to hamper or upset him while he was electioneer-
ing. She saw now how she had underrated the man in the past. 
How foolishly blind she had been not to have recognised him 
for what he was—born leader of men; not to have appreciated 
his bounteous humanitarianism. Her attitude towards him 
had savoured of the impudence of a little child admonishing a 
wise parent. How despicable and all unworthy she had been!
When she heard the two men approach the kitchen door 
her heart began to thump. She felt the blood recede from her 
face. She pretended to be very busy around the stove when 
they entered the kitchen. Lafe came first. He stopped on see-
ing her and said, “Hallo!” gruffly.
She turned round, very red in the face, and said, “Lenore 
has gone out. She asked me to get the dinner for you.”
“Oh, is that so?” He walked over to the little mirror which 
hung by the window, took a small comb from his pocket and 
combed his hair.
Holly was very tired-looking, as usual. He went straight to 
the cupboard and brought out the whiskey bottle, with a smile 
and a nod for Alle. “Where’s Len gone?” he asked her as he 
poured out the liquor.
Alle mentioned the name of a friend residing in a suburb. 
Lafe sat on the couch and took up a paper. Alle kept glancing 
at him, but he paid her no attention until she said that dinner 
was ready, when he placed a chair for her and asked after her 
parents.
“They are well, thanks, Lafe, but I can’t stay for dinner. I’ll 
come back after a while and clear away the dishes.”
“Why can’t you stay?”
Alle burned all over. “I have to feed baby,” she said quietly, 
then turned and rushed to the door, for lightning seemed to 
leap from his eyes and scorch her.
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But he ran after her and called: “It is all right. Come back 
after,” in a queer sort of voice.
She went back. The two men were lolling in their chairs 
discussing the political situation. A queer feeling assailed the 
pit of Alle’s stomach. However would she muster up courage 
enough to tell them of Lenore’s flight? She began to clear away 
the dishes, but weakness overcame her so that she had to sit 
down. Lafe thought her white face and evident upset was due 
to his presence. He got up, stretched himself and said: “Well, 
I have to get up some stuff for my meeting to-morrow night. 
You’ll excuse me,” and made to leave the room.
Alle jumped up and clutched at his arm. Her lips were 
dry and her throat worked. “Don’t go!” she half whispered. 
Again mistaking the cause of her emotion, he roughly pulled 
his sleeve out of her grasp. “Don’t come at that, please,” he 
said icily.
“No, no! It’s Lennie!” she gulped out.
“Ay, what? Lennie! What about her?”
Holly, thinking there was about to be a scene, was leav-
ing the room, but he halted and turned back on hearing his 
wife’s name.
“She—she’s gone! Gone to Kowhatu Ngatoro in this 
evening’s train.”
Osgood never said a word, just thrust his hands into his 
trousers pockets and stood looking at her in surprise. Then, 
remembering Holly, he turned quickly to him. Holly’s face 
was ghastly. Alle had no need to repeat her words or to add 
anything to them. He walked unsteadily to the sofa and sat 
down. Lafe commenced to walk about from one object in the 
room to another. Alle sat by the table and cried. Holly’s eyes 
followed the big dark man’s movements, miserably and anx-
iously, as though he were expecting advice or instruction. As 
indeed he was. It was unthinkable, now, that he should take 
action of any kind without Lafe’s direction. Lafe was conscious 
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of this, and burst out with a sympathetic roughness: “Don’t 
look at me like that. I can’t help you in this. You’ll have to take 
your medicine like a man.”
Holly’s head drooped low until it almost touched his knees. 
By and by he asked miserably: “Won’t you do anything?”
“Do? What can I do? There is nothing to be done. Lennie 
has thought of herself instead of you for the first time. She has 
a right to happiness. Good luck to her.”
Holly said no more. Lafe sat down presently and said: 
“Have a whiskey, man. That will soon console you.” But Holly 
took no heed. Alle washed up the tea things and waited about 
a while, uncertainly. Suddenly Lafe asked her: “What about 
this place? What did Lenore say about it?”
“She said that Holly and you could do as you liked with it.”
Lafe laughed grimly. “Not her worry now, eh? Well, what 
do you think? Something will have to be done about it.”
“I! I have not thought anything about it. Haven’t had time. 
Besides, it is none of my business.”
Lafe knitted his brows and looked at Holly. “Poor devil!” he 
muttered. “We are a bright couple. Say, Virtue, you’ll have to 
shake yourself together. After all, you and Lennie have been 
strangers, or next door to it, for ages now. What will you do 
with this place?”
Holly looked up. His face was curiously puckered up. “I’m 
going after Len,” he said.
“What? Nonsense. You’ll do nothing of the sort. You’ll cer-
tainly do nothing of the sort. Why, hang it, man, you’ll surely 
admit that she’s been a brick to stick it9 so long.”
“Yes, I admit that. I knew she loved the Maori when he was 
here. I thought she was great to stick it then, but now—I don’t 
know. After all, he is a—Maori.”
Lafe’s eyelids narrowed. “Do you think that cuts any ice? 
Why, some women are so constituted that they can’t love a 
man of their own race at all. Their makeup seems to demand 
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a strange strain. It’s all a lot of rot—about East and West not 
meeting. There is no reason in the world why the different 
races shouldn’t live happily together, all other things being 
equal. Anyhow, a fine specimen of the Maori race is in my 
opinion the superior to the average white.”
“Maybe. But anyhow, I’m going after her.”
“Why? Why? What could you do? Do you think she would 
return merely because you went after her?”
“I don’t know.”
“I do, Hol,” broke in Alle. “She won’t return. She got a letter 
from him and went quite mad. What could you do if you went 
up there? She’ll be with him by morning. You can’t get there 
till the following morning. I don’t think she would even see 
you. Besides, you said you wouldn’t interfere with her. Don’t 
you remember? The only decent thing for you to do is to di-
vorce her so that she can marry Kowhatu.”
“I can’t divorce her, because we are not married,” said Holly 
simply.
“What!” Lafe and Alle were startled.
“It is true,” went on Holly. “Lenore and I are not legally 
married.”
“Well, I’m hanged. And yet she has stuck to you all these 
years. That settles you, Virtue. You’ll stay right here. We’ll 
consider what can be done about this place.”
Holly stood up. His face was still pale, but he was quite 
composed. “The place will be all right,” he said. “I’m going 
after Len. It’s no use you talking, Lafe. This is something you 
can’t help. I don’t know why, but I just have to go after Len. 
I’ve got to see her. She might be sorry she has gone, even now. 
I’ve got to see her and tell her how much I appreciate what she 
has done for me and that she can always come back. Oh, yes, 
I know what you think. I’m a sot, and Len could never need 
a weakling like me; but neither of you know that woman as 
I do. Every woman, and every man for that matter, is weak 
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somewhere at some time or other. The stronger a woman is in 
some ways the weaker she is in others. Lennie hasn’t thought 
of me since she got that letter, I’ll bet. But she will think of me, 
and then she will make her life miserable worrying over me. I 
know her. When she puts her hand to a thing she has just got 
to go right through with it. I’ve often thought about Lennie. 
I’ve watched her and studied her. I’m going after her to let her 
know that she is through with me so that she won’t worry.”
He fumbled in his pockets, drew out all the money he 
could find and looked at it as it lay in the palm of one hand. 
He went on: “It’s funny, but it’s the God’s truth that I haven’t 
known a minute’s peace, so to say, since I met that woman. 
Damn the good women, I say. You’ll have to lend me some 
money, Lafe. I’ll just go up and tell her that if she gets tired of 
that Maori she can come back here. You look after the place 
till I get back, Alle, and then I’ll get a housekeeper. I’ll keep 
straight enough to run things so long as Lafe stops here.” He 
went into his room.
Alle stared at Lafe, astounded. “Strange, isn’t it,” the man 
said thoughtfully. “Hanged if I can understand him. I suppose 
he’ll have to go. Might be best.”
“Everything turns out best in the long run, Lafe,” said Alle 
impulsively. “Things work themselves out in horrible ways 
sometimes, and always someone must suffer, it seems, but the 
end, I believe, always justifies the means.”
Lafe turned a cold eye upon her. She went on hurriedly: 
“Holly doesn’t understand, that’s what it is. He doesn’t under-
stand the kind of love Lennie feels for Kowhatu because he 
has never experienced that kind of love himself.”
“What do you know about Holly’s love? What do you know 
about love at all, anyhow?”
His brutality made Alle’s flesh burn, but she persisted. “You 
know as well as I do that Holly was a regular light-o’-love10 
before he met Lennie. That type never experiences real love. 
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It is too shallow. It never sticks long to anyone. Holly wasn’t 
faithful to Lennie twelve months.”
“How do you know? I didn’t know it.”
“No, because you never met the kind of person that would 
be likely to tell you. The rotten crowd I associated with all 
knew it.”
Lafe looked at her. “Rotten crowd, eh?” he said beneath his 
breath. Then aloud: “So you think a light-o’-love could not ex-
perience a grande passion? You have developed a philosophy 
of love—or did you read that somewhere?”
“I’m not a fool, though you seem to think I am,” said Alle 
shortly. “I didn’t have to read anything about love. Experience 
has taught me all I need to know.” She spoke bitterly.
There was silence for a while and then Lafe asked deliber-
ately, slowly: “Do you consider yourself capable of real love?”
Alle clutched at her heart. What did he mean? Was he play-
ing with her? Her eyes closed with the pain. “Yes,” she said, so 
low that he hardly heard.
He sat as still as could be. And Alle waited, listening to the 
beating of her heart. A minute went by. Two minutes. Would 
he never speak? How still and quiet the house was without 
Lennie and little Lafe. Then the man stirred, rose from his 
chair, saying, “I’ll see what Holly’s doing.”
Alle would not let him see her hurt. She forced herself to 
say: “Didn’t you think it funny that he never mentioned the 
boy?”
“Yes. I think his whole attitude was strange. He’s a funny 
cuss.11 I should not be surprised if he picked himself up com-
pletely now. Lenore’s influence certainly seems to have been a 
baneful one for him.” He sat upon the table.
“Yes,” said Alle swiftly. “I can understand that. People like 
Lennie—and you—shouldn’t be allowed to marry.”
“Oh!” Lafe was astonished. “And why not, pray?”
“Because you are not normal. I can’t explain quite what I 
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mean, but I know right enough. Only average people ought 
to marry. People like Lennie and you are—are—an infliction. 
You can’t live normal lives.”
Lafe stared at her. This Alle was a stranger to him. “Well, 
that’s a new one to me,” he said. He continued to stare at her. 
By and by he added: “Lenore told me that you were reading—
reading good stuff. Is that so?”
“Yes, I suppose it is.”
“What have you read?”
“Lots of things. Oh, yes, I know what you are thinking: 
That I’m talking parrot fashion, repeating what I’ve read. That 
was always your way, to think no one could have an intelligent 
thought but yourself.”
“My dear girl, you are talking nonsense. People of intel-
ligence could always depend upon appreciation from me. I’m 
not foolish enough to imagine that because you never used to 
think intelligently you never will. People evolve. The child of 
yesterday is the man of to-day. You always had your fair share 
of common sense. Come, what have you read?”
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Alle went back to her baby jubilant that night. For the first 
time in her life she had met him on his own ground. Inter-
ested him, too, she knew. How warily she must tread! There 
must be no attempts at reconciliation in a real sense. Not for a 
long time. She could see that. He was not ready. She must play 
her cards cautiously. How she blessed Lenore Divine for her 
advice and help! She must meet the man on his own ground. 
She must read. She hated some of the musty old books Lenore 
had insisted she go through, but go through them she would. 
Yes, and learn to discuss them too. She crooned over her baby 
while she suckled it; sang little snatches of song to it. Wild 
hope sprang up in her heart. Hope that he would perhaps ac-
cept even the little one—some day. He was such a good man. 
Surely, when his wound healed, he would hold no rancour 
against such a little thing, that never asked to be born, anyhow.
How she pored over her books in the days that followed. 
Holly had gone, as he had promised, on the money Lafe gave 
him, and she looked after the apartment-house, sleeping, 
however, at her mother’s, and taking care never to take the 
babe near when Lafe was around. She was sensible enough 
to have the elderly woman who had helped Lenore live in the 
house now, so that he would not be scared away. She was de-
termined, despite the urge of her ever-growing love for him, 
to make no appeal until he had given her reason to believe 
that an appeal would be effective.
For the first day or two of Holly’s absence he treated her 
coolly, plainly fearing a scene of some sort, but Alle’s cunning 
dissimulation soon relieved him on that score and he became 
quite friendly. Not that he had very much time to spare these 
days, for the Monday following Lenore’s departure was elec-
tion day, and even though he did no more work on the water-
front his time was fully requisitioned by his party.
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Alle took care to let him see what books she was reading. 
She had no difficulty at all in drawing him into a discussion. 
Her poor little brain ached under the pressure she put upon 
it. She bought a big dictionary, and studied the meaning of all 
the big words she came across.
Sometimes she got an uncomfortable idea that Lafe saw 
through her dodges; that he knew of her pitiful struggles. If 
he did he made no sign.
“If you are earnest about educating yourself, you had bet-
ter let me make a selection of books for you,” he told her one 
evening as they sat at the dining table.
Her face lit up. She answered: “I should be most awfully 
obliged, Lafe, but I don’t want you to put yourself out in any 
way. I know how busy you are.”
“Nonsense!” he said gruffly. “I’ve no intention of putting 
myself out for you. I’d do as much for anyone.”
“Oh, all right. What books have you in mind?—if any. 
What is the matter with those I have?”
“Nothing the matter with them. Too advanced, that’s all. 
You want to begin on good light literature; get some general 
knowledge before tackling that heavy stuff.”
“But I thought that was all you were interested in.” Alle 
bit her lip. How could she have been so silly as to give her-
self away so! Her finger fumbled at her throat in mortifica-
tion. She kept her eyes upon the tablecloth, fearful to look at 
him. She did not see the swift exultation that flashed into his 
eyes; she did not see the trembling of his hands, which he hid 
quickly in his trousers pockets. A silence, and then he said 
quietly: “What put that idea into your head? I’m interested in 
everything. Have you read Shakespeare?”
Alle gave a great sigh of relief, a sigh which did not escape 
the man’s notice. “Not since I left school,” she said. “I may as 
well say that I haven’t read him for all I remember. He used to 
bore me.”
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“Well, I’ll give you my volume of his supreme highness. He 
won’t bore you now. One might as well be dead as not know 
him,”
Alle laughed. He went on: “Then Shaw.1 You must read a 
Shaw play at the same time. Shaw and Shakespeare should be 
read together. Shaw is the supreme spirit of his time as Shake-
speare was of his. Their creations will live for ever. If anything, 
I am inclined to think Shaw the greater master of the two. I’ll 
give you Man and Superman—no, that would be wasted on 
you as yet. I’ll give you Major Barbara. Afterwards we’ll see.”
Alle got a daring idea. “I suppose you would not consider 
reading Shakespeare with me, Lafe? Or reading it aloud to 
me?”
He rose and placed his chair against the wall. The maid 
rose also and began to clear away the dishes from the table. He 
stood for a moment thinking, then walked over to the couch 
and threw himself full length upon it. “I’ll read it to you after 
the election,” he said. “Haven’t got time before.”
And so they went on in that strangest of situations for hus-
band and wife. Like two men friends they dwelt together and 
built the real bond of interest between them without which 
they should never have entered on the matrimonial venture. 
Alle was astonished to find the books he gave her of absorbing 
interest. On the eve of the election, after he had finished his 
campaign, she said to him: “You should have made me read 
these books when we were living together. It might have—
probably would have—averted our tragedy. It would have in-
terested me in your work, given me something to do while 
you were away.”
Lafe always froze when she alluded to their life together. 
Alle had by now a fairly shrewd idea that this was because he 
was frightened of himself and she artfully worked to weaken 
his resistance. He replied icily: “How could I make you read? 
I asked you to. I did all in my power to persuade you to. That 
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is, everything short of beating you up. Perhaps you think I 
should have beaten you up, eh?” He finished sarcastically.
“Perhaps I do,” said Alle unexpectedly. “Would it not have 
been better for you to have beaten me into a sensible, decent 
woman than to have what did happen occur? I am quite con-
vinced that some women should be beaten.”
Lafe was astonished into amiability. She was continually 
astonishing him now. He laughed in his charming, soft way. 
“Well, that’s an admission for a woman to make. No, my dear, 
in those days you were not ready for reading—or perhaps I 
should say, appreciating literature. You were simply a butter-
fly. You needed to be broken, as Lenore said, and fashioned 
anew.” He suddenly realised that he was giving her an opening 
and stopped.
But Alle was into the breach like a shot. “Then why hold 
my misfortune against me? Why punish me for what you ad-
mit has made a decent, sensible woman of me?” She choked 
with feeling. He went white as a sheet. Kicked his chair over 
and backed away from her towards the door, staring at her. 
They were in the kitchen, as usual, after tea. Alle made a rush 
for the door and put her back against it. “You shall not run 
away. Answer me. Why do you punish me when you admit 
my trouble has done me good?”
He faced her and said slowly, almost indistinctly: “You 
have your baby—the baby without a father.”
But he could not bear the hurt he gave her; could not 
bear to see her wilt in that stricken way. He leapt to her and 
gripped her by her drooping shoulders; fairly shook her. “No, 
no! Don’t mind me. That was blackguardly.2 Forgive me. Alle, 
forgive me that.”
She looked up at him steadily and removed his great hand 
from her shoulders. “Now, Lafe Osgood, we are quits,” she 
said. “I owe you nothing. I shall try to forget that, but as long 
as I remember I’ll not forgive. You need not be frightened of 
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me again. I’ll look after this place till Holly returns. After that, 
I won’t willingly see you again.” And she left him there; left 
him to a night of lonely torment.
She had her baby.
The next morning, election day, he rose and left the house 
before she entered it. For this she was thankful. All that day he 
spent in the company of his colleagues, who were in a ferment 
over the extreme probability of their party being returned to 
power. The whole city was in the usual uproar of election day, 
and for Osgood to show himself to the crowd anywhere was 
the signal for an outburst of enthusiastic cheering by his sup-
porters, and hoots and jeers from his opponents, who were, 
however, in a sad minority, as he was easily the most popu-
lar man in the country. As late night approached, one by one 
the returns for the various constituencies came in and were 
posted up outside the city paper offices. The Labour Party 
victories mounted steadily. The returns for Osgood’s constitu-
ency were early available. He topped the poll with a two thou-
sand majority. When he showed himself on the various street 
platforms the crowd went mad. He was compelled to talk for 
hours, at various places, until his voice gave way and he could 
only gesticulate. Alle, who had compelled her father to take 
her out, followed him about, filled with torturing pride and 
love for him. Once he saw her. Their eyes met, and she knew 
that through it all he was thinking of her. He was suffering 
too. “The fool,” she thought bitterly, “to throw away his hap-
piness. I took it from him, but when I offer it back he won’t 
take it.”
She waited down town until eleven o’ clock, at which 
time the returns for the Prime Minister’s constituency came 
through, and it was shown that that honourable gentleman 
had actually, and totally unexpectedly, been deposed by the 
Labour man, and thus the Labour Party was assured of a 
working majority.3
Chapter XXVIII 193
She could not sleep, however, thinking of her husband and 
of what might have been and should have been. And of what 
could be, too, if he were only not a fool. She rose from her bed 
heavy-eyed and weary, and at about nine o’ clock went across 
to the apartment house. Lafe was in the kitchen, lying on the 
couch fully dressed. He sat up when she entered.
“Well, you’ve made a success of it,” she said dully. “I’m sure 
I wish you all the luck in the world.”
“Look here,” he said, and took a letter from the couch and 
handed it to her. It was from Lenore Divine. Alle scanned the 
clear writing quickly, a look of incredibility4 settling upon her 
face as she did so. Finishing it, she stared at Lafe. He stared 
back at her humorously.
“Beats hell, eh?” he said. “Holly’s sure all sorts of a cir-
cus.5 Ha! Ha! Ha!” He threw himself back on the couch and 
laughed uproariously.
“Don’t be a fool,” said Alle, though there was a twinkle in 
her own eye. “It’s nothing to laugh at. You know very well you 
can’t trust him out of your sight. I can’t understand Lennie. 
Why, the thing’s ridiculous.” She sat down and read the letter 
through again.
Lafe lay upon the couch thinking, his merriment past. By 
and by he sat up abruptly and said: “Joking apart, though, it 
does seem a little over the odds. Do you know, I think I had 
better run up there. Len is a bit of a crank.6 I can spare the 
time now. I’ll go down and see the chief this morning and 
catch the mid-day train.”
“Yes, perhaps you had better go. I don’t like it somehow, 
but if they’re in love you might as well save your time.”
“If one could be sure he was safe—” Lafe rose to leave the 
room. He stopped at the door and said: “I’ll be back for some 
lunch, if it won’t bother you too much.”
Alle spent a miserable morning. Now that the first shock 
of the news contained in the letter was over she thought less 
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of that than of Lafe’s departure. All very well to talk of never 
willingly seeing him again. She meant to adhere to that deci-
sion, but she was having a sample now of what that adherence 
would mean. She packed some linen for him, finding a petty 
satisfaction in rendering him some little service.
He returned at twelve o’ clock in a great hurry. Alle had 
lunch ready for him.
“I’m afraid I have only time for a cup of tea,” he said. “I 
have to pack a few things.”
“I have packed your things,” said Alle coldly. “You have 
time for something to eat.”
“Thanks, awfully. I didn’t intend to bother you.” He drew 
up a chair and sat down at the table. Alle was carving some 
cold meat from a joint for him. She was worried. Her nerves 
were all on edge. His words broke down her self-restraint. 
“Oh, bother be damned!” she cried, and threw the carving-
knife. Threw it anywhere. It landed with a clatter on the stove. 
His plate of meat followed it, only that she aimed at him. Hit 
him, too, right on the head. The plate broke and fell about 
him. Then Alle, appalled at what she had done, fled to Leno-
re’s old room, and, flinging herself upon the bed, sobbed with 
abandon.
Lafe Osgood sat at the table with a queer smile twisting his 
mouth. He ate no lunch. By and by he picked up the pieces of 
broken plate and dropped them in the dust-bin. His taxi came 
to the front door and hooted. He got his bag from his room, 
put on his cap, and carried the bag out to the taxi. Alle, listen-
ing, heard him pass her door. He was going without saying 
good-bye! She thought her heart would burst with the pain of 
it. She buried her head in the pillows.
Osgood tried to go without seeing her. He wanted to go 
without saying good-bye because he was frightened of himself.
There was no nonsense or trickery about the man’s attitude 
towards his wife. He wanted her. He was crazily in love with 
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her, but he could not rid himself, as yet, of that horrid feeling 
of loathsomeness regarding the resumption of marital rela-
tions between them. He believed it was wearing off. It was 
not nearly so strong now. Sometimes it was not in evidence 
at all. He could not allow himself to half-do a thing of this 
kind. If there was to be a reconciliation it would have to be 
whole-souled and clean. There must be no shabbiness; there 
must be no manifestation of feeling by him likely to wound 
the woman. He had not yet come to the stage where this was 
possible; therefore he was determined to resist his impulses 
towards her until such time as he felt himself to be safe.
So he was frightened to say good-bye to her. He knew the 
appeal her woebegone little figure would make to him. To see 
her crying! And for love of him! Dared he? No. He opened the 
taxi door, stepped inside and seated himself. But before the 
driver could start the car he was up again. “Just a minute,” he 
said; “I’ve forgotten something.”
He stood outside Alle’s door wondering whether he would 
merely call out or go in. Decided on the latter.
Alle flung round like lightning when she heard him. He 
stopped by the door with his hand on the knob, and said nerv-
ously, in spite of himself: “I’m going now. Good-bye.”
Alle looked at him, saw his nervousness, and suddenly felt 
shy. She felt something else, too—secure. Yes, that was it. She 
felt secure. Lafe Osgood was hers. Let him go. He would come 
back. “Good-bye,” she said softly, without attempting to rise.
“Good-bye,” he said again.
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Chapter XXIX
Lenore Divine arrived at the small, up-country station in the 
Waikato1 at seven in the morning. She hurried out of the car-
riage and almost the first person her eyes fell upon was her 
friend Ngaire, walking slowly along the platform scanning the 
carriage windows. Lenore had expected the man, and was dis-
appointed, but she was heartily glad to see the brown girl nev-
ertheless. Ngaire embraced her again and again and enthused 
over the child’s beauty.
“He’s the image of Holly, Len,” she said. “And you called 
him Lafe.” She squeezed him to her. The mite regarded her 
solemnly.
“How is Kowhatu, Ngaire?” asked Lenore.
“Oh. He is away! He left for Wanganui2 with a herd of steers 
yesterday and will not be back for several days. I opened Alle’s 
telegram.” Ngaire had wondered why the message had been 
sent to her brother instead of to herself, but she was too polite 
to say so. Friendly as were Kowhatu and herself, he had not 
told her of his love.
Lenore Divine was deeply disappointed. “Oh!” she said 
blankly.
“But that won’t matter,” went on Ngaire, “for of course you 
will be staying with us for ages. We’ll get your luggage. My car 
is over there.”
They had to motor3 some sixteen miles before they reached 
the Ngatoro homestead, but for the last four or five miles the 
road ran through the station property. Ngaire, who drove 
herself, proudly pointed out the landmarks of the place as 
they went along. She chattered away so interestingly in her 
soft tones of sheep and cattle and the station work, with Kow-
hatu’s name popping up all the time, that Lenore forgot her 
disappointment in no time. Three miles from the homestead 
they came to a group of small houses outside of which several 
brown children were playing.
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“A lot of our people live here,” explained Ngaire as she 
slowed down.
Three Maori women, fat and unwieldy in their gait, came 
out to the car, all smiles, and greeted the young woman. 
Ngaire introduced Lenore to them and chatted for a while. As 
they went on again Lenore asked: “Why are your women so 
fat, Ngaire?”4
“They are lazy. I think it must be that. They never walk or 
exercise themselves; mostly just sit about. I’ll take care of my 
figure. But I forgot to tell you we have some visitors. Mother 
and daughter. People called Leatham. They have been with us 
a week, and intend stopping for another week, I believe.”
“White people?” asked Lenore.
“Yes. From the Wairarapa. They have a farm there, but the 
father has got into difficulties, and, because he used to be a 
friend of Dad’s, he has come to Kowhatu for assistance. The 
womenfolk had never bothered to know me before”—Ngaire’s 
voice betokened gentle contempt—“but now, of course—any 
port in a storm, you know. I believe they brought the girl 
along to help coerce Kowhatu. He has promised to consider 
the matter while he is away.”
“The girl—is she nice?” asked Lenore.
“Very nice. Just now she has reason to be.”
The car turned off a road and ran for about two minutes 
along to broad, grassed way which twisted in and out of the 
most beautiful grounds, and drew up before a large, old, ga-
bled house.
“Your home is beautiful, Ngaire,” exclaimed Lenore. “My 
home, too,” she added beneath her breath.
But she saw that her venture was not, after all, the simple 
thing she had imagined it would be. Had Kowhatu met her at 
the station it would have been all right, for they could have 
agreed on some course of action, but his absence rather com-
plicated things. Should she tell Ngaire at once? Ngaire, after 
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all, had been so friendly with Holly. She might be sorry. No, 
she would wait a while.
A man had come from the back of the house, and Ngaire 
was directing him in her own tongue what to do with the car. 
Lenore and the child stood by waiting and looking around 
when a cool voice called from a balcony above her head: “So 
you are back, Ngaire. Did you enjoy your drive?”
Ngaire answered a pleasant something, and Lenore scruti-
nised the woman above her. She thought she had never seen 
an uglier woman. Dirty grey hair, tiny, owl-like eyes, a huge, 
bulging, hook nose, a mouth that stretched from ear to ear 
above really no chin at all. And the whole face was a network 
of deep wrinkles. As she followed Ngaire into the house Le-
nore could not forbear exclaiming: “Oh, Ngaire! What an ugly 
woman! How dreadfully ugly! What sort of a daughter could 
she possibly have?”
Ngaire laughed outright. “She is no oil-painting, is she? But 
you’ll get a surprise when you see the daughter, Rose. Oh, here 
she is,” she added in a low voice, as a clear whistle sounded 
from the corridor above the stairs up which they were begin-
ning to climb.
They all met at the top. “This is Miss Leatham, Lennie. Mrs. 
Virtue—Rose,” said Ngaire.
Lenore said: “How do you do?” genially. Miss Leatham 
stared at her and said: “Hulloa!”5 in a deep, mannish voice. 
Then her eyes dropped to little Lafe. “Hulloa, kid!” she said. 
“What’s your name?”
The boy regarded her for a moment with his finger in his 
mouth, then his pretty face broke into a smile, and he an-
swered: “Lafe. Me name Lafe.”
Miss Leatham laughed boisterously, stooped and picked 
him up. “I say, you two are old friends. You’ll have plenty to 
say to each other. Let the kid come with me.”
“Will you go with the lady, Lafe?” asked Lenore.
Chapter XXIX 199
He nodded, his eyes fixed questioningly on his young 
nurse. “Righto!” that young lady shouted, and ran down the 
stairs as though the child she carried were a feather-weight.
“Well, I’m blest!” said Lenore, looking blankly after them. 
“Who would have thought it possible?”
“I knew you would be surprised,” said Ngaire. “The dad is 
plain-looking too. I can’t understand it.”
For Rose Leatham was a beautiful girl. “And I believe she 
is as good as she is beautiful,” said Lenore emphatically. “Just 
imagine her taking Lafe off like that. The young scamp usu-
ally won’t look at strangers. She’s funny, though, isn’t she?” she 
laughed. Ngaire laughed, too, and said: “Yes, she is funny. She 
seems nice enough. I don’t understand her.”
Lenore Divine enjoyed that day thoroughly, despite the 
brown man’s absence. Everything in connection with station 
life was strange to her. With Rose Leatham and Ngaire she vis-
ited the orchards, the dogs, the horses (Kowhatu, like his fa-
ther, kept a racing-stable), the woolsheds, in which a little des-
ultory shearing of stray sheep was still going on. The beauty 
of the wool amazed her. She had thought of wool always as it 
appeared when growing, and here were the golden fleeces she 
had read about and had imagined legendary. From deep yel-
low to palest cream the colours ranged. She thrust her hands 
into the masses lying upon the benches, and drew them out 
again covered to the elbow with grease. What a home, this, for 
her! Her heart sang with joy. Now and again she breathed his 
name softly to herself. Not a thought of Holly disturbed her.
She liked Rose Leatham, too. The young girl was totally 
unlike the girls she had been used to. Mannish without pos-
ing, brusque and uncouth to a degree she was, but very like-
able. She told Lenore that she could milk thirty cows night 
and morning. She talked to the horses in the stable-boy’s 
vernacular, and explained to Lenore that she could “ride any- 
thing with hair on it.”
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“I’ve done lots of work about the farm,” she said, “since Dad 
has had to shorten hands. I stumped a paddock just lately.”6
Ngaire heard this, and asked her: “Is your dad so hard up 
as all that?”
“Yes; he’s on the rocks. We’ll have to walk off with nothing 
if Ngatoro doesn’t help us. No one else we know will stand to 
us. Daddy’s such a muddler.”7
Lenore was highly amused with her frankness.
Ngaire only said: “Kowhatu will be home in a few days.”
But when Lenore and the girl were alone for a while that 
evening the latter became quite confidential. “Mother wants 
me to square up8 to Kowhatu Ngatoro, but I put it to you, 
Mrs. Virtue, is it a fair thing to ask a girl to marry a Maori?” 
(Lenore stiffened perceptibly.) “Now don’t misunderstand me. 
Ngatoro is all right. So is Ngaire. I don’t know any white peo-
ple I like better, and I would be proud to have them for friends 
if they would let me—Ngaire doesn’t go much on9 us, I know. 
Don’t blame her either. But still—he’s Maori and I’m white. 
It’s not the thing, is it now? I’m not fool enough to think my 
race is superior or any rubbish like that. We’ve had to come 
to these people for help, anyhow. But—he’s a Maori and I’m 
white. There it is.”
Lenore had to smile at the girl. “If you feel that way about 
it, it would certainly not be right,” she said, and could not for-
bear adding: “What about the man? Has he shown any—any 
inclination —?”
“Oh, gee, no! He’s as serious as an owl. Hasn’t spoken a 
dozen words to me, but Mother—” She shrugged disgustedly. 
“Mother, of course, thinks I’ve only got to hold out my hand 
and he’ll eat out of it. Mother is old-fashioned, you know. She 
really thinks these people should feel honoured by our visit, 
when here we are come begging. I suppose I could get him 
easily enough if I wanted to, though,” she finished, with the 
self-satisfied complacency of beautiful youth.
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Lenore did not reply. She thought that this lovely girl must 
have come on the scene just about the time when Kowhatu 
wrote to her. She was not frightened.
Early rising was the order of the day at the station, Lenore 
found next morning. Tea came upstairs at six o’ clock, and 
shortly afterwards Ngaire came in to her to say that she al-
ways rose early and that breakfast was at seven, but Lenore 
could have hers in her room if she cared to lie abed and rest. 
So Lenore stayed in bed, revelling in the comfort around her 
and in her thoughts. “Where was Kowhatu’s room?” she won-
dered. There was a door on one side of hers, so she hopped out 
of bed and tried its handle. It opened, to her surprise, and dis-
closed to her a man’s room. Yes, unmistakably a man’s room. 
Kowhatu’s. Her heart began to throb wildly, for the room was 
full of the man. His personality was everywhere, in the gener-
al untidiness, the books lying about, his dressing-table equip-
ment, which she recognised, and over all clung that pungent, 
clinging body odour of the clean Maori.
Little Lafe jumped out of his bed and ran to her, so she 
closed the door quickly. How she longed for her lover’s return 
home! Some days yet, Ngaire said, and then—what about it? 
Ngaire had spoken of Holly before these Leathams; it seemed 
that there would have to be some nasty publicity. She was 
quite a public character now, too, for her book, the book she 
had despised, had caused quite a little stir.
She went downstairs, to find that Ngaire and Rose had gone 
riding. The latter’s parents had not yet risen. Lenore had no 
desire to encounter them, however, as she disliked the one and 
considered the other to be altogether too insipid and futile for 
notice, so she took the child for a walk along the road lead-
ing towards the distant railway line. Slowly she walked with 
the toddler beside her, and by and by she sat down upon the 
bank and dreamed while the wee one played about. At about 
ten o’ clock she was startled by the clatter of horses’ feet. She 
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rose, and at once recognised two of the three riders cantering 
towards her. They were Ngaire and Rose. The other—he was 
familiar, too. Who? Why—surely, it was Holly! Lenore gasped. 
She had not dreamed of Holly following her. It was too absurd. 
Then she realised that it might mean something else besides 
absurdity. It might spell trouble. Had he come to make a fuss? 
But why should he have come at all, after what he had told her 
long ago? A thousand conjectures ran through her mind in 
the few seconds she waited for them to come up to her. She 
heard Ngaire and Rose laugh. He seemed cheerful enough. 
Then they drew up beside her with a clatter, and Holly sang 
out: “Hallo, Len! Didn’t expect me eh? I had an offer to leave 
Wellington, so came up to consult you about it.” He jumped 
off his horse as he spoke, and his eyes met hers significantly.
Relief swept over Lenore. She greeted him with a laugh, 
and the child ran to him.
“I had to go to the railway station about a consignment 
of steers,10 Len, and Rose came with me,” said Ngaire. “This 
Holly was just leaving town as we went in, and we, of course, 
met. He tells me he intends going back at once, but you must 
persuade him to stop for a day or two. Rose and I have been 
bothering him. We’ll get along, and you can discuss your busi-
ness alone.” Off she and Rose went.
Lenore’s smile faded at once. “Why have you come, Holly?” 
she asked coldly. “It’s none of my business now where you go.”
“That was a tale,” he answered. “I could tell by Ngaire’s 
manner to me that she knew nothing, so I gave that excuse. 
She told me that Ngatoro was away from home.”
“That makes no difference. He will soon be back.” Lenore 
was puzzled. He was certainly going to make no fuss.
“Are you perfectly sure it makes no difference? Are you de-
termined to stay here with him?”
“Yes. But why have you come?”
Holly laughed in an embarrassed sort of way. He took out 
a cigarette and lit it. “Well, it seems rather silly to me now,” he 
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answered. “Things seem different since I met Ngaire and that 
girl upon the road. Up till then this business of yours seemed 
a pretty awful—big, sort of thing. I had a feeling—I see now it 
was damn foolish—but I had the feeling—that you had done 
it on an impulse, and that when you got up here among this 
bunch of Maoris you might change your mind and want to 
come back. I thought you might worry about me after a bit, 
too. Not just yet, you know, but after a bit, so I had to come 
and tell you to go right ahead—if you wish it—or to come back 
home if you wanted to do that.” He fumbled about mighty un-
comfortably. How silly his words sounded in connection with 
that cool, strong-looking woman! Just then she did not look 
a bit like the Lennie he had seen at times, the tearful Lennie, 
the slightly hysterical Lennie. Those sleepy eyes of hers were 
so straight and clear for all their sleepiness. They seemed to 
look into his soul.
And suddenly those eyes flashed wide open and Lenore 
smiled at him. “I know, Holly,” she said softly. “I see what you 
mean. Your thoughts are like a book to me. You needn’t worry 
a bit about me, dear old chap. You were probably right about 
my worrying over you. By and by it would have come, but not 
now. You are strong now, aren’t you? You are pretty well free 
of that hateful vice, and you’ll stay free, eh, Hol? You’ll stay 
free?”
She encircled his neck with her arms.
“So long as I’m with Lafe I’ll stay free,” he said. “You can 
bet your life on that. I’ll get a housekeeper and live with Lafe 
if you are bent on staying here.” He looked round. “This is 
some place, Len, you’ll have a bonsor11 home anyhow. Are you 
sure—of him, I mean?” he asked again.
“Yes. Come on now, we’ll walk on and have a cup of tea. 
You had better go straight back, Hol. You don’t mind, do you?”
“No. Of course I’d better. Say, Len, that girl with Ngaire is 
sure some good looker, isn’t she?”
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“Yes, but you mustn’t give a thought to her. She is a dear lit-
tle girl.” Lenore spoke sharply. “You don’t seem to mind a bit 
having to part with the child?”
Holly was holding the little chap on the saddle. “Now that’s 
a thing that beats me,” he answered. “I can’t make that out at 
all. I thought the sun shone out of that kid at first. You know I 
did. But those damn spirits burned everything good and natu-
ral out of me and—it hasn’t returned yet. I think it would have, 
though, if things had remained as they were. But it’s all right.”
Over the tea, which was taken beneath the trees upon the 
lawn, Ngaire again pleaded with Holly to stay a few days.
“Can’t, old girl, really,” he said; but Lenore knew by his 
manner that he wanted to stay.
“Why not?” asked Rose Leatham in her brusque way. “A 
few days are neither here nor there. A man needs a holiday 
sometimes. Surely you could stay till Ngatoro comes home? 
Just to say ‘How de do.’ ” 
Holly began to look very undecided. He cast furtive, be-
seeching sort of glances at Lenore. “Just exactly when do you 
expect Kowhatu home, Ngaire?” he asked.
“It’s hard to say exactly. Let’s see. To-day is Wednesday. He 
left on Monday. Steers travel slowly. He won’t arrive at Wan-
ganui till to-morrow, and then he is going to fetch back a couple 
of hundred ‘stores.’12 I don’t see how he can be back before next 
Tuesday night or Wednesday morning. But that is not long.”
Lenore felt very much alarmed. She tried to catch Holly’s 
eye, but he deliberately eluded her, “I couldn’t possibly stop so 
long as that,” he said. “But perhaps—just a day or two would 
make no difference.”
Rose jumped up. “Sure it wouldn’t,” she cried. “Come on. 
We’ll show you round the place. Come on, Mrs. Virtue and 
Ngaire. Mother will take the tea things in.”
“I have some work to see to, Rose,” said Ngaire, “but Lennie 
will take care of you.”
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Lenore forced a smile. She was furious with Holly. How 
dare he stay in Kowhatu’s home. “You run along yourself, 
Rose,” she said. “I am rather tired with my walk and Lafe 
wants to sleep.”
Holly looked relieved. Off he went with the young girl. 
Their cheerful laughs came back to Lenore as they disap-
peared in the shrubbery.
Lenore Divine206
Chapter XXX
Holly and Rose did not return to the house until one o’ clock, 
which was luncheon-time at the station. The rest of the house-
hold were already at the table when they entered the dining-
room. Rose was looking radiant, and Holly grinned at Lenore’s 
chill face. Seizing an opportunity, he whispered to her, “Don’t 
worry. Everything will be all right.”
For Ngaire—who had always been fond of Holly—and for 
Rose and Holly, the meal was a merry affair. They joked, chat-
tered and laughed. Even Lenore was compelled to smile at 
Holly’s witty sallies1 at times. She could not help thinking that 
now, with his drink-habit broken, his cranky notions dissi-
pated, his old-time foolishness worn out by his terrible expe-
riences, Virtue was at last a man. Her heart softened towards 
him. What right had she to deny him a little pleasant holi-
day in that beautiful home? Association with these people, so 
healthy minded and so different from the townspeople, must 
be good for him. Let him be. She looked across at Rose. The 
girl’s face was lifted to Holly’s as he sat beside her, in laughing 
enjoyment. She looked supremely happy, and the blond man, 
stronger and finer looking now than Lenore ever remembered 
him, was looking down on her face frankly admiring.
A qualm assailed Lenore again. Holly’s flirtatious proclivi-
ties—she knew him. That fresh, innocent young girl. Was it 
safe? But surely there was a right woman for every man, a 
right man for every woman. Might not this be Holly’s chance? 
But dared she sit by and trust in fate? Dread clutched at her. 
That nice girl there. They were all rising from the table. She 
followed Holly and Rose on to the veranda.2 The young girl 
fell into an arm-chair and hummed joyously. Holly leaned 
against a post at some distance from her. Lenore went over 
to him.
“Don’t grouse,3 he said quickly. “I won’t interfere with you.”
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“I’m not going to grouse, as you call it. Holly, can I trust 
you? Rose, there—you understand me. Can I trust you?”
He glanced over to the girl and then met Lenore’s eyes 
squarely, with a glint of curiosity in them. “Sure.” He contin-
ued to look at her in that curious manner, and Lenore sud-
denly felt uncomfortable. “You’ve got a pretty bad opinion of 
me, haven’t you?” he said. “You think I’m all sorts of a skunk, 
eh?”
“No, no. But what do I know about you really, Holly? I’m 
not silly. I had to guess at—at some things. I don’t know you 
really.”
“That’s so,” he said. “Don’t worry.”
“When will you go home? You mustn’t be here when Kow-
hatu comes. Even now it seems rather—”
“Rather nothing,” he interrupted. “I’m Ngaire’s guest. You 
keep your fingers out of my pie. You’ve taken yourself out of 
my life, so mind your own business.” He strolled away from 
her towards the girl in the chair.
“Do you play lawn-tennis?” Rose asked him.
“Used to, years ago. Think I could pick it up again if I had 
tuition.”
“Come on. I’ll coach you.”
Lenore decided to keep her eye open nevertheless. But with 
what avail? Rose’s clear, boyish glance might be a trifle avert-
ed; Holly might unostentatiously avoid her, but that gave her 
no excuse for interference. Holly himself had casually asked 
Ngaire if he could have a room apart from Lenore. “We’ve al-
ways had separate rooms since Lafe came,” he said.
On the Thursday morning when Lenore came downstairs 
she found that he and Rose had gone riding. Again they did 
not return until lunch-time, and the afternoon they spent on 
the tennis-court. Lenore decided that she had better tell Ngaire 
of the real condition of affairs. She thought she would ask her 
dusky friend to her room that night and there confide in her.
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That evening was gloriously fine. So fine that the whole 
house-party assembled on the front veranda to loll about in 
arm-chairs. Holly drew his chair close to Rose. Lenore moved 
hers as close. She felt mean and she knew that Rose thought 
she was jealous, but the truth was she was dreadfully worried, 
and exasperated, too. To have trouble come to that young girl 
through her! Why had Holly not stayed at home? Of course 
there was really no reason why the two should not fall in 
love—given that Holly had really reformed, but would the 
girl’s parents think so? What could they be expected to think 
of the whole business? For their opinion regarding herself she 
did not care a rap. Neither would Kowhatu, she was sure. But 
how would their views affect Rose? She was perfectly sure that 
Rose had fallen in love with Holly. She felt it in her bones, and 
she had seen suspicion lurking in the eyes of that ugly old 
fortune-hunter, Mrs. Leatham.
She did not beat about the bush at all with Ngaire. She did 
not have to ask the young woman to her room, because Ngaire 
whispered to her at supper to wait below after the others had 
gone to bed and have a chat. “We have not had a minute alone 
since you came,” she said. So when the others had gone up-
stairs the two returned to the veranda. Almost at once Lenore 
asked: “Has Kowhatu never told you that he and I are in love 
with each other, Ngaire?”
Ngaire, who was leaning back in the depths of a big arm-
chair, merely turned her head towards her friend. “No,” she 
said quietly. “He never has.”
“Kowhatu wanted me to come home with him. We are ut-
terly in love with each other. I came up here to him. I came 
here intending to stay with him for good.”
Silence for a long time. Lenore knew that Ngaire’s head was 
still turned towards her, but she could make no guess as to the 
expression on the brown girl’s face. Perhaps she had under-
estimated Ngaire’s importance in this matter. The brother and 
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sister were intensely devoted to each other, she knew. Would 
Ngaire take a conventional view of things? And if so, would it 
matter much? After all, this was the girl’s home into which she 
was intruding; the girl’s home as well as Kowhatu’s. She had a 
right to a say in the matter. She wondered whether that yellow 
flame were playing in Ngaire’s eyes. It would be, she knew, if 
this news had angered her. What a long time she was silent! 
Ah!—“And Holly?”
Lenore drew a sharp breath of relief. She had been real-
ly afraid. That quiet “And Holly?” was so reassuring. “He is 
quite agreeable, Ngaire. I ran away while he was at work. He 
came after me to tell me that it was quite all right. I am not to 
bother about him. He says that he is leaving before Kowhatu 
returns. But you, Ngaire, what do you think about it? There 
will be a scandal.”
“Oh, it won’t make any difference to me.” Lenore could 
feel embarrassment in the girl’s voice. She leant over and put 
her hand upon the brown one upon the arm-chair. “Dear 
Ngaire,” she said. Then suddenly she fell upon her knees be-
side the brown girl. “Dear brown girl, I love him utterly. I 
must be his wife.”
Ngaire put her arms around her and drew her close. And 
in that loving embrace Lenore told her friend the whole tale 
of her life with Holly.
Rain fell the next morning, so all were confined to the 
house. Lenore tried several times to get into conversation with 
Rose, but this the girl would not permit. She flittered about 
restlessly from room to room, laughing loudly at nothing one 
moment, quiet as an owl at the next. After lunch she played 
billiards with Holly. Her mother sat in a chair and watched 
grimly. Lenore and Ngaire also watched the game. They were 
sitting quietly when Mrs. Leatham turned suddenly to Lenore 
and said: “How long is your husband staying here, Mrs. Vir-
tue? I understood he was to return home in a day or two.”
Lenore Divine210
Before Lenore could reply Ngaire interposed her soft tones. 
“I invited Holly to stay with me just so long as he pleased.”
Mrs. Leatham’s mouth closed to a thin line. She glared at 
Holly, who was showing Rose how to make a certain shot pro-
ficiently. “Oh! Then Rose and I shall return home to-morrow, 
Ngaire. Mr. Leatham will remain until Mr. Ngatoro returns.” 
She left no doubt whatever in the minds of her hearers as to 
why she and Rose were returning home.
“I shall be sorry to have Rose go,” said Ngaire honestly. 
“She is a nice girl.”
“Of course, we shall expect your brother and you to visit us 
very soon, Ngaire,” the old lady said pompously. Ngaire smiled.
At tea-time the rain ceased to fall and the clouds cleared 
away. Shortly after, Holly and Rose disappeared. Lenore and 
Mrs. Leatham discovered this simultaneously. They both rose 
and went out on to the veranda, arriving there just in time to 
see the pair riding away towards the township. The two women 
looked at each other. “Well, I must say I think your husband an 
impudent fellow, Mrs. Virtue,” declared Mrs. Leatham angrily.
“Rose will be quite safe with Holly, Mrs. Leatham.” Lenore 
spoke gently, sorry for this mother.
The older woman stared at her. “You’re a fool!” she said 
curtly, and stalked inside.
But when eight o’ clock came and the two had not returned 
Lenore Divine began to worry. Mrs. Leatham was furiously 
angry and even her husband, muddling old nonentity that 
he was, looked a trifle upset. Darkness set in. Nine o’ clock 
came and still no Holly and Rose. “Oh, Ngaire, isn’t he a brute! 
Wherever do you think they are?”
“Don’t worry about them, Lennie,” answered Ngaire a trifle 
impatiently. “You white people are never happy unless you are 
miserable. They’re all right.”
At half-past nine the two returned. As the stables were 
some distance from the dwelling-house they were not known 
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to be back until their step was heard on the veranda. Rose’s 
parents and the two young women had been sitting in the 
big dining-room occupying themselves as best they could. 
At the sound of footsteps Mrs. Leatham started up, her ugly 
face grim as death. The old man said: “Now, Mother, calm 
yourself, calm yourself.” Ngaire looked alarmed, and Lenore 
exclaimed: “Now don’t let us have any brawling.”
The door opened and Holly stood aside to let Rose pass 
into the room. The young girl entered like a queen, with her 
head held high. Her cheeks were aflame and her eyes shone 
like stars. She looked beautiful as a passion-flower. She en-
tered, and faced the four awaiting her triumphantly. Holly 
followed her, and when Lenore saw him she gasped. For he 
seemed a new Holly, not the one she knew at all. He stood 
behind Rose and put his hands on her shoulders.
This unexpected development, the strange appearance of 
the two, flustered Mrs. Leatham and tied her tongue for a mo-
ment, so that Holly got in first. He addressed himself to Mr. 
Leatham. “I have something to say to you, sir. I came here, as 
you know, as this lady’s husband,” indicating Lenore; “but le-
gally I have never been married at all.” Mrs. Leatham flopped 
back into her chair. “Don’t misunderstand me. Years ago we 
fell in love with each other. I wished to marry, but she, hav-
ing more sense than I had, preferred that we just live together 
for a time and see if we were suitable mates before contract-
ing legal marriage. We found that we were not suited to each 
other, and as a consequence, although we have occupied the 
same house, we have not been living as man and wife for some 
time. The lady has now decided to leave me, so that I have felt 
myself free to court your daughter.” Here he turned to Lenore. 
“I have told Rose everything in connection with our life to-
gether, and everything about myself, and she has decided to 
marry me.”
“Sure,” said Rose promptly.
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As Holly had been speaking, Mr. Leatham had risen. There 
was an expression of hopeless bewilderment on his face. He 
stared at Holly over his glasses, his lower jaw sagging. “What? 
What’s this?” he asked shrilly. “What’s all this?”
Mrs. Leatham rose again, white as a sheet. Her ugly face 
quivered in every line. “Get out!” she actually roared at Hol-
ly. “Get out, before I kick you!” She plunged towards him as 
though to suit the action to the word.
Lenore rose to the occasion. “Yes, go out, Hol,” she said. 
“I’ll take it up. We’ll get along better without you.”
He regarded her suspiciously. “Can I trust you?” he asked 
bluntly.
“Have I ever failed you yet?”
“Forgive me, Len. You’re the greatest pal a fellow ever had.” 
He turned straightway and left the room, whispering to Rose 
as he did so: “Stick to Lennie. She’s our friend.”
Rose stared into Lenore’s face. “Is that so? You don’t mind 
me having him?”
“It is none of my business, Rose. I am going to marry Kow-
hatu Ngatoro when he comes home.”
“Gee! That’s great.”
“Great, eh? So this business is all cut and dried. The hus-
band comes up here to put his wife in the arms of another 
man—and that man a black.”
“Mother! How dare you! You wanted me to marry Kow-
hatu. Didn’t you? Didn’t you? You wanted me to marry Kow-
hatu. And he’s the best man in the world. How dare you insult 
Ngaire?”
Mrs. Leatham lifted her hand and slapped the girl across 
the face.
“That will do, Evelyn.” The old gentleman, probably for the 
first time in his life, spoke decidedly. “Please remember that 
Rose is my daughter, and understand that I am quite capable 
of doing what is best for her future happiness.”
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“Your child! Yes, yours. Thank God she is not mine. That’s 
what I say.”
“Not yours!” The exclamation came from Lenore. “Not 
yours! What do you mean?”
Mrs. Leatham glared at her. “Hussy!” she hissed. “She’s a 
child of sin, like your own. Out of my way! I wash my hands 
of her.” She flung her arms wide and rushed from the room.
Lenore laughed, and squeezed Rose’s shoulders. “She’s de-
serted the battlefield anyhow, Rose. Come, Mr. Leatham, let’s 
talk this business over sensibly.”
But Rose pulled away from her friend and walked up to 
her father. “What did she mean, Dad, about not being my 
mother?”
The old man took off his glasses and wiped them. He was 
visibly much upset. “I’m sorry—very sorry—that this has 
happened, Rose. The truth is—the truth is, my dear, I had 
a—a romance—in my early middle age. Your mother—the 
lady you know as mother—married me knowing all about 
it. I would rather you didn’t ask me about it, my dear. Your 
mother has been very good to you, as good as gold.4 She has 
grown to love you as her own. This has been a great shock, 
naturally.”
“Yes, I suppose so,” said sensible Rose. “She probably thinks 
the bad streak in you is coming out in me. She’ll get over it 
when Holly and I are married.”
“As to that—I’ll want to know quite a lot of things before 
there can be any talk of marriage. Perhaps this lady here—” 
He looked towards Lenore.
“I can tell you anything you want to know. There is no rea-
son in the world why Rose and Holly should not marry. But I 
want a word or two with Holly first. He can come in now.” She 
opened the door and called to Holly. He came quickly from 
the veranda. Lenore detained him at the door. “Now look 
here, Holly—the drink. Are you sure?”
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“Sure as hell,” he answered. “Do you know why? I’m sure 
because that girl has the same influence on me as Lafe has. She 
is just the same sort of woman that Lafe is a man.”
“That’s funny. Come in and discuss it with the dad.”
And while they talked for an hour Ngaire sat in her chair 
and listened and watched. And at last, when the confabulation 
was over, and the old man had accepted Holly Virtue as his 
future son-in-law, Ngaire and Lenore went up to the latter’s 
room together. While Lenore undressed, Ngaire sat upon the 
bed.
“This is a terrible upset to bring into your home, Ngaire,” 
said Lenore. “And I am the cause of it all. I feel that I can never 
apologise enough to you.”
“It is your home, too, now, Lennie. Don’t worry a bit about 
me. Do you know what I thought as I sat in my corner and 
watched all that palaver5 over the most natural thing in the 
world, a thing that should be taken as a matter of course, just as 
we take the mating of the field creatures? Well, I thought that 
I was the civilised person and that you were a lot of savages.”
“Yes, yes? And perhaps you were right. We certainly are 
savages. Listen to the clatter of that horse upon the road. The 
night is wonderfully still.” Lenore, ready for bed, ran up the 
blind and stood looking out. “Yes, Ngaire, we certainly are 
savages. I have always felt that you and Kowhatu were my su-
periors, anyhow. Do you know, I feel as though Kowhatu were 
near me. Four more days. Is that his room over there?”
“Yes. Now you get to bed. I’m tired to death. There are sure 
to be more rows in the morning.”
But before retiring to her own room the brown girl re-
membered something she had left undone in the kitchen, so 
went downstairs to see to it. As she was busying about, the 
kitchen door opened to admit her brother. She stared at him. 
He smiled at her.
“I decided not to bring the ‘stores’. Came over in the train 
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and rode out from town.”
Ngaire thought rapidly while preparing him some sup-
per. An impish idea came to her. She chattered softly to him 
about the station, about the Leathams, but made no mention 
of Lenore or Holly. She accompanied him to the top of the 
stairs, and there said good night. But after he had vanished 
into his room she ran softly to Lenore’s. Lenore was just drop-
ping off to sleep when Ngaire gently shook her. “Lennie! Len-
nie!” she whispered. “Kowhatu is home. It was he on the horse 
you heard.”
Lenore sat up like a shot. Ngaire put her hand upon her 
mouth. “He is in the next room. That door is unlocked. He 
does not know you and Holly are here. Go to him and tell him 
everything. Good night.” She whisked away.
With her heart throbbing wildly, Lenore Divine got out of 
bed and threw a dressing-gown around her shoulders. Then 
she sat upon the bedside for a while trying to compose herself. 
Her throat was so thick she felt as though she were choking. 
She could hear the brown man moving about in his room. She 
could hear him softly whistling. And suddenly the reality of 
his nearness rushed upon her. Her brown man—her Maori, 
with his hair the colour of fox-fur and his great liquid black 
eyes, was just beyond that door. Swift as thought her hand was 
at that door and she had flung it wide open.
There he was, standing before his dressing-table, coatless, 
with his hand to his collar. His head was half turned to her, 
and a startled look showed on his face. Seeing her, he blinked, 
then his hand went from his neck and pressed upon his eyes.
 “Kowhatu,” said the woman, very low.
At the sound of her voice he flung his head back, and 
Lenore Divine never forgot the expression which leapt into 
his face. “Are you a fairy—or just a plain dream?”
“Neither. I am your Lenore in the flesh—come to live with 
you for always. Oh, Kowhatu!”
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He could not reach her with his enfolding arms quickly 
enough. For his love, his wonder and his felicity he could not 
find expression in his adopted tongue, so he breathed forth 
soft murmurings in his own musical speech. He caressed her 
with his small hands, with his eyes, and with his mouth. He 
seemed as though he could not realise his good fortune. He 
called her “my Lenore,” “my divine one.” So wonderful was he 
that the woman could only lie in his arms and weep. But in the 
early hours of the morning, as they lay quietly resting, she told 
him everything. He was not much interested in Holly’s affair 
with Rose. “I’ll fix up Leatham’s trouble for him. Virtue can 
manage the farm. It’s a good farm. Only wants a man capable 
of looking after things,” he said.
Before the household were astir Lenore went back to her 
own room. She felt very tired now, but the dawn was too full 
of rosy promise to allow sleep to visit her, so she lay upon 
her bed thinking. She remembered that the coming Mon-
day was election day, and wondered about Lafe. Holly had 
told her, just after his arrival at the station, that he would 
write to Lafe that night. Had he written? Strange that the big 
dark man had not replied , if so. She knew Holly’s lackadai-
sical habits. She must ask him. Then, about Holly and Rose. 
Would Mrs. Leatham be reasonable? Perhaps, it would be 
just as well for her to go home with the old man and leave 
Rose at the station for a while. She blushed to think that 
she herself was now equally mistress with Ngaire of this big 
house.
When she heard the maid astir she went downstairs. Ngaire 
was in the kitchen helping the cook prepare early breakfast for 
the shepherds. “Well,” she said to the white woman impishly, 
“have you had a pleasant sleep?”
Lenore blushed vividly. “Is Kowhatu down yet?”
“Yes, he’s out somewhere. He’ll be in to breakfast soon. 
He always breakfasts with the men. At least, he used to, but I 
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suppose he will alter his habits now. . . . Oh, is that you, Mrs. 
Leatham, up so early?”
“Yes, I want to apologise to you, Ngaire, for my conduct 
last night. If you would kindly drive me in to the railway sta-
tion I will catch the early train home. Mr. Leatham thinks it 
would be better for me to go home, and leave him and Rose to 
follow by and by. I might, on a little reflection, learn to adjust 
my thoughts to this—this terrible situation.”
“Why, of course I’ll run you in, Mrs. Leatham. You look 
tired out. Come, sit down and have a good breakfast, and then 
we shall get away.”
Lenore made to leave the kitchen, but the old lady said 
stiffly: “Please don’t go, Mrs.—er——madam. It seems you 
have more right here than I have.” The poor soul’s ugly face 
looked positively woebegone.
“Not at all, Mrs. Leatham,” answered Lenore, with a smile. 
“I am not married to Kowhatu yet, you know. Though I shall 
be as soon as possible. Kowhatu is home. He arrived late last 
night. He told me this morning that he will fix up all Mr. 
Leatham’s troubles for him.”
“Is that so? Is that really so, Ngaire?” The poor face took 
on new life.
“Yes, that’s so.” Ngaire nodded and smiled.
Mrs. Leatham took out her handkerchief and wiped her 
eyes. “Well, Ngaire—well, Ngaire—that’s real handsome of 
him. And after what I called him. I hope you didn’t tell him 
what I said?” She looked from one to the other of the two 
women.
“We do not remember anything you said last night, Mrs. 
Leatham,” said Ngaire, with the incomparable dignity and 
courtesy of her race. “I think that after a while you will get 
used to the idea of Rose’s marriage. Holly is really a nice 
man. I like him. He could manage the farm and keep things 
in order for you. You would not lose Rose away from your 
home, either.”
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“Oh well.” The old head nodded. Then the tiny eyes glanced 
furtively around. “You mustn’t take any notice of what was 
said last night. Rose is my daughter, you know.”
“Yes, yes; of course. Now have some breakfast.” Ngaire 
placed a plate of ham and eggs on the clean cloth. As soon 
as possible afterwards Mrs. Leatham was on her way to the 
station.
Rose’s relief on hearing of her mother’s departure was un-
bounded. “Gee! that’s great!” she exclaimed. “What’ll we do 
after breakfast, Hol?”
“Your say-so. Anything goes with me.”
Kowhatu and Holly had met quite casually. Holly had been 
seated at table when Kowhatu entered the breakfast-room. 
“Hallo, Ngatoro!”
“How do, Virtue.” A handshake and that was all.
“Did you write to Lafe, Holly?” asked Lenore at breakfast.
He turned from Rose to her with a start. “Dash it, no! I 
clean forgot. I’ll write immediately.”
Lenore was angry. “You needn’t bother now. I’ll write my-
self.” Holly shrugged.
The ways of the two pairs of lovers during the next few 
days were the ways of all lovers.
The following Wednesday morning Lafe Osgood arrived at 
the station. He took them all by surprise, of course, but how 
gladly he was welcomed.
“‘Well, all this business beats me,” he told Lenore as soon as 
he could get some time alone with her. “It sure beats hell. That 
Holly is chock full of surprises. I hope he does not turn any 
more somersaults, for that nice little girl’s sake. And you, my 
friend? You will settle here in this lovely home?”
“Yes, I shall live here and write, Lafe. I am perfectly happy. 
It is Paradise.” She stretched her arms above her head.
He looked at her steadily. “You deserve your happiness, old 
girl. But we shall see you often. You must visit us in town, and 
Chapter XXX 219
we shall come up here often. It is unthinkable that you go out 
of my life.”
“Yes, quite unthinkable, Lafe, dear boy. Here comes my 
man—my beautiful Maori. Come, Kowhatu. Lafe was just say-
ing that we must visit him in town often. What do you say?”
The brown man flung himself down on the grass at her 
feet. He lifted Lenore’s hand from where it lay idly in her lap 
and kissed it, gazing on her with adoring eyes. “Your wishes, 
my divine one, are ever mine.”
Lafe grinned down at him maliciously. “Divine one! I like 
that. Lennie’s no divine one, as you’ll jolly soon find out if you 
get her in a temper. She’s got a devil of a temper, Ngatoro.”
“I can go some myself, on occasion,” said Kowhatu unex-
pectedly. They all laughed.
That evening, in the wonderful, mild autumn night, they 
congregated on the veranda and listened to Lafe’s tale of the 
elections. Until ten o’ clock they listened and then fell gradual-
ly into desultory talk. Lenore whispered to Kowhatu: “I want 
to talk to Lafe alone, dear—about Alle. You go in now, please. 
I shall be with you shortly.”
“Don’t be long,” he whispered back. “I haven’t realised that 
you are truly here yet. I get in a panic if you are away from me 
for an hour. I’ll be on fire till you come, thinking—you know, 
darling.”
She caught his hand and pressed it to her breast. “Yes, oh 
yes, I know. You have taught me how to love. Go now.”
The others followed Kowhatu, and Lafe drew his chair 
close to that of his friend.
“Now, Lafe, about Alle?” Lenore wasted no words.
“Yes, I have been waiting for that. Well, I think it is all right. 
Your happiness has affected me, Len. Yours and old Holly’s. I 
think I can trust myself now. By God, Len, I’ve suffered!”
“So has Alle,” said Lenore, like a shot. “So has Alle. She’s 
been through more than you have any conception of.”
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“Yes, I suppose she has. I say, what’s that kiddie like?”
“It is a nice child—a nice child. What it will become will 
depend on its bringing up,6 Lafe. You know that.”
“Yes.” He stood up. “Go to bed now, girl. I’ll hang around 
and consider things.”
Lenore rose. “Lafe,” she said softly. “Lafe, babies are such 
little things—and mothers have such loving hearts.” Then she 
left him to go to her lover. As she crept close to Kowhatu she 
whispered: “Lafe is going to take Alle back. He will take the 
baby too.”
“The baby too, eh?”
“Kowhatu, do you remember what you said about—about 
children?”
His arms tightened round her. “Yes, dearest one, yes.”
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Chapter XXXI
Two days later, at about seven o’ clock in the evening, Alle was 
sitting in her parent’s kitchen chatting to her mother. She had 
just come in after finishing her work over at the apartment-
house. The baby was sleeping in her bedroom. A knock came 
at the kitchen door. Alle rose to answer it, when it opened to 
admit Lafe. She felt the blood recede from her face. She had 
not expected his return for a week at least.
“Lafe!” she gasped.
“Good evening, Mother.” He greeted Mrs. Wishart, but 
his eyes were upon Alle. He smiled. “I thought I should have 
caught you at home,” he said. “You left early, didn’t you?”
“Yes, I was lonely over there.”
He looked around and said: “Come over with me again, 
will you? Won’t be so lonely now.”
Alle faltered: “What—what do you mean?”
“Where’s the kid?” He walked close up to her. Mrs. Wishart 
watched him with glowing, maternal eyes.
“He’s—he’s asleep. Why?” The girl moistened her lips with 
her tongue. She leaned back against the table, her two hands 
clutching at it for support.
“Where is he asleep?”
Mrs. Wishart rose and said hurriedly: “I’ll show you, Lafe. 
Come with me.”
He followed her obediently. Alle crept after them like a 
timid child trembling on the verge of a great joy. She stopped 
at the door and watched.
Lafe went up to the child’s cot and stood looking down on 
the pretty head. Curling dark hair lay tousled upon the pil-
low. What thoughts passed through his mind standing there 
looking down on that child of his wife and—? For a minute, 
perhaps, he stood there, with the eye of the two women 
upon him; then he stooped over the cot and gently lifted the 
child out.
Lenore Divine222
“Wrap a blanket around the poor little cuss, Mother,” he 
said. Then he saw Alle standing at the door. Her hands were 
clasped to her throat; her Oriental eyes were full of happy 
tears. With the babe well wrapped up, he moved towards her.
“Oh, Lafe! Really and truly? Is it really and truly?”
“Sure,” he answered. “I can’t do without you any longer. 






1. a cabaret in Willis Street, Wellington: the novel is set in the ‘jazz age’, 
when the arrival of jazz music from America led to the growth of a new 
popular culture in the cities. The cabaret—home of informal dancing, for-
mal dress and improvised music—was at the heart of the jazz scene, and 
was frequented by all fashionable people. Wellington’s most famous venue 
was the Cabaret Majestic, at the Majestic Theatre, but Devanny is more 
likely referring to the Prince’s Cabaret, on Willis Street.
2. rot: nonsense.
3. “shampooed” henna: a popular reddish hair tint made from the roots 
and leaves of Egyptian privet. Shampoo brands such as ‘Hennaline’ or 
‘Evan Williams’ allowed self-application.
4. most people have false teeth before maturity: modern dental care, and 
the notion of ‘teeth for life’, was in the early stages of implementation in 
the 1920s. State dental services did not exist prior to the First World War, 
and the norm was for parents to have their children’s teeth extracted and 
replaced by dentures.
5. decided: resolute; determined.
6. adumbrate: to foreshadow.
7. “chief ” of the “daily”: Devanny employs the encroaching American 
terminology for the editor of a daily newspaper, but her use of quotation 
marks suggests a wariness of the accompanying ideological baggage.
8. original sin: Devanny’ s curious use of this term is divorced from its 
usual theological context. It reflects a typically idiosyncratic moral code, 
combining a scientific pseudo-psychology with a Communist distrust 
of perceived hypocrisy and closed-mindedness. The concept of ‘sin’ in 
Devanny’s fiction is a recurring theme, especially in regard to sexuality 
and social norms.
9. post office clock: located at Post Office Square, at the corner of Willis 
Street and Customhouse Quay.
10. Willis Street: one of the main streets in central Wellington; running 
parallel to the Terrace.
11. Wellington Terrace: the original name of what is now known as ‘The 
Terrace’. Devanny uses both terms in her novel. The street runs parallel to 
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Lambton Quay on the ridge of a hill. Originally a popular residential area, 
The Terrace is now dominated by apartments, hotels, and office blocks.
12. Lambton Quay: named after John Lambton, First Earl of Durham and 
first director of the New Zealand Company. The street adjoins Willis and 
Bowen Streets, and leads onto the Terrace.
13. Woodward Street: joining the Terrace and Lambton Quay.
14. Seddon’s garden: Richard John Seddon (1845–1906), one of New Zea-
land’s longest-serving and most famous political leaders, is buried on Ob-
servatory Hill, overlooking the now historic Bolton Street Cemetery and 
adjacent to Wellington’s Botanic Gardens.
15. You get my goat: to bother or worry someone.
Chapter II
1. Richard John Seddon: Devanny’s biography of Seddon is ideologically 
skewed, and several details are exaggerated or misrepresented. Seddon 
popularised, but did not invent, the epithet of ‘God’s Own Country’, and 
the suitability of the adjectives ‘plain’ and ‘blunt’ is called into question 
when the subject was a little under six foot, weighed about twenty stone, 
took great pains over his trade-mark frock-coat and had a penchant for 
wearing flowers in his buttonhole. Devanny’s assertion that Seddon gained 
the premiership purely through ‘grit, ability and integrity’ is also some-
what biased – wily politics certainly came into play. The terms ‘wise and 
beneficent’ are not incorrect, but could more appropriately be replaced by 
‘autocratic’ and ‘tactically devious’. Seddon did, however, reject the insig-
nia of the ‘nobility’, refusing a knighthood.
2. plumped: to lay down heavily or unceremoniously.
3. abut: to stick out or lean forward.
4. reclaimed land: most harbours in New Zealand, including Wellington, 
were built along reclaimed sea beds to supplement a shortage of land. Wel-
lington’s reclamation of land from the sea to accommodate its burgeoning 
wharf facilities was to continue into the 1960s.
5. a great artist once entered Wellington Harbour: it is unclear if Devan-
ny has an actual historical figure in mind. A Mr. Grant, a marine artist 
with a visiting delegation of American journalists, made a similar com-
ment about Wellington, which was reported in the Evening Post on 18 Au-
gust 1925. It is possible Devanny has exaggerated the details—including 
Mr. Grant’s status as an artist—for poetic effect.
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6. this God’s acre: this is the site of Wellington’s earliest cemetery, which 
dates from the founding of the city in 1840. In 1851, following some con-
troversy, the site was split into three cemeteries: Bolton Street (for Church 
of England burials); Sydney Street (for ‘non-conformists’); and the Jew-
ish cemetery. Heated debates raged in the 1960s over the selection of the 
cemetery area for the route of Wellington’s motorway. The cemetery was 
closed from 1968–1971 while about 3,700 graves were exhumed and rein-
terred elsewhere. Seddon’s grave, on what is now the Church of England 
Cemetery Reserve, was not affected.
7. an old, ruined chapel: the Mortuary Chapel within the Church of Eng-
land section, built in 1866. It fell into disrepair, was demolished in 1969, 
and is now replaced by a replica, which operates as a visitor centre.
8. a huge, raised figure with flaming torch upheld: most likely the grave 
of William Flyger, who died in 1861. The plot featured a marble statue of 
Victory, which was erected in 1919 to replace an earlier monument. The 
statue was vandalized during relocation when the Wellington motorway 
was built.
9. the small Jewish section: notable burials include that of Lipman Levy 
and Benjamin Aaron Selig, who was appointed Reader and Shohet in 
1862. The part of the Jewish Cemetery that was still vacant when the cem-
etery was closed in 1892 is now the Hort Lawn.
10. disquietened: Devanny combines the adjectival (disquieted) and verb 
(disquieten) forms here in her description of Holly’s disturbed, unsettled 
state of mind.
11. Silvern: archaic, silver
12. Philistines and hypocrites: here Lenore appeals to the practical de-
mands of avoiding a scandal for the sake of economic and social survival 
while reflecting the values of Devanny’s own brand of practical romanti-
cism, which rejects the perceived hypocrisy and institutional dimensions 
of traditional relationship templates and upholds emotional honesty. The 
tension in this sentence between anti-establishmentarianism and tradi-
tional romanticism is typical of Devanny’s writing.
13. belated: in this sense, detained; late.
Chapter III
1. apartment house: a house with rooms to let; common accommodation 
situation for young or single professional women.
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2. Ngaire Ngatoro: in waka (canoe) traditions, New Zealand Māori de-
scribe the arrival of their ancestors from a place most often called Ha-
waiki. Ngatoro is the name of Ngātoroirangi, the high priest aboard the 
Te Arawa waka, from which Ngāti Tūwharetoa of the Lake Taupo area 
trace their origins. Ngaire is a common Māori name which translates as 
‘silver fern’. Ngaire’s boarding and working situation are unusual, though 
not impossible, for the 1920s, facing as she would have the double barriers 
of racism and sexism. In the 1920s over 90% of the Māori population lived 
in rural areas, compared to 40% of the Pākehā population. Māori often 
faced problems acquiring accommodation in the more desirable parts of 
cities due to discrimination from European landlords. Lenore’s willing-
ness to flat with a Māori girl demonstrates her unconventional social atti-
tudes.  Paid employment for women was a relative rarity in the 1920s, with 
90% of the workforce being male. Journalism and secretarial work offered 
opportunities for women, although most women in paid employment 
worked as nurses or teachers. A tiny percentage of professional women 
were Māori, although 1926 was a milestone year for Māori women with 
Bessie Te Whenerau Grace gaining her Bachelor of Arts, the first Māori 
woman to be awarded  a university degree.
Chapter IV
1. rowelled: pricked, spurred; from rowell, the sharp part of a spur.
2. power-house: Holly works in a coal-fired power plant producing elec-
tricity.
3. crib-tin: a lunchbox, i.e. for provisions.
4. jazz-girl: Devanny is referring to the ‘flapper,’ a new breed of Western 
woman who arose out of the liberalism of the cabaret culture to challenge 
sexual and social norms. Smoking, promiscuity, drinking and informal 
dancing were the behavioural hallmarks of the jazz-girl culture. Devanny 
links drinking and promiscuity directly to the jazz scene, and views the 
sexual liberalism of such women as contributing to a moral degeneration 
of society in general and of the national (European) female character in 
particular.
5. Hadn’t this “woman’s rights” business lowered the man’s wages all 
round?: the Great Depression followed hotly on the heels of a change in 
the socioeconomic status of women which was reflected in employment 
relations. Thousands of young women entered low-wage jobs in the dec-
ades 1910–1920, but unemployment rates among both sexes grew as a re-
sult of global economic pressures. Devanny’s Communist lens downplays 
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the role of the Great Depression in favour of a focus on industrialization, 
gender relations and labour conditions.
6. competition in the world’s markets is so keen: technological advances 
contributed to unemployment through the streamlining of jobs and sub-
sequent redundancies, but the impact of the ailing economic climate was 
the major factor in unemployment in the late 1920s. Again, Devanny’s 
focus on industrialization over global economic conditions is due to an 
ideological preference to concentrate on the individual worker.
7. steam-set stand-by: a backup generator powered by steam.
8. black diamonds: coal.
9. some pretty hot stuff in his paper … he won’t last long at that game: 
the Leftist press was an important organ for agitation for Labour at the 
time. Freedom of press was generally challenged by domineering and po-
litically biased editors or financial pressures, rather than through direct 
legal action.
Chapter V
1. “The Sneak”: 1922 jazz instrumental by groundbreaking dance band 
the Eddie Elkins Orchestra.
2. The Rialto: a popular Wellington restaurant in the 1920s, on Manners 
Street.
3. car: a tram. Wellington’s first steam-powered tram began operating in 
1878, with electric trams becoming the city’s main form of public trans-
port from 1904.
4. That paper was started … for the very purpose of allaying the un-
rest … you were trying to foment: by world standards, New Zealand had 
a very large number of newspapers in circulation, owing partially to the 
geographic difficulties of building up a national circulation. Small-circu-
lation papers with opinionated, autocratic editors and clear political biases 
were common.
5. tui: Parson bird, Prothemaedera novaeseelandie. A native species of ho-
neyeater, known for its exceptional vocal range. Pre-European Māori so-
metimes trained tui to talk; the ideological implications of this simile from 
a colonialist standpoint are thus faintly uncomfortable.
6. her people: Ngaire’s iwi (tribal affiliation) is never given, and it is unlike-
ly that Devanny conducted much research towards preparing a culturally 
accurate back-story for her character. The Waikato region is the territory 
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of numerous tribes descended from the Tainui waka, and has produced 
several important Māori women leaders. It is possible that Ngaire’s char-
acter is partly inspired by a romantic view of Princess Te Puea Herangi 
(1884–1952).
7. the big station in the Waikato: Devanny’s account of Ngaire’s family 
farm suggests a lack of awareness of the history of the Waikato tribes. In 
reality, Waikato land ownership was a contentious issue, with the confis-
cation of millions of acres of tribal territory after the Waikato wars of the 
1860s. Some land was later returned to iwi, but often not to the original 
owners. It would therefore be unusual in the 1920s for a large and lucrative 
station to be completely family-owned by the original occupiers.
8. Her black hair … her eyes … her nose: throughout the novel, Devanny 
continues to employ highly stereotyped notions about the appearance, 
behaviour, physicality and sexuality of Māori people, a convention inau-
gurated by this passage. In this regard, she should be understood to be 
bound by both the conventional views of her time and by her own idiosyn-
cratic notions of race and racial evolution. This becomes especially clear 
in her descriptions of Ngaire’s brother, Kowhatu, descriptions that will be 
considered somewhat embarrassing by the modern reader. The passage 
here critiques, even as it seeks to extol, what would be considered ethnic 
features of Māori from an urban European perspective. Lafe’s confusion of 
‘Maori’ and ‘Polynesian’ (Māori are descended from Polynesian peoples, 
but have a specific indigenous identity) demonstrates the typically coloni-
alist eye through which Māori characters are perceived.
Chapter VI
1. the Progressive League … some other damn Bolshevistic thing: the 
‘Progressive League’ may refer to a small group which was active in Tiro-
hia from 1916–1920. The Bolshevik Revolution by Lenin’s Russian Social-
Democratic Worker’s Party in 1917 was a hot topic in Labour circles.
2. In Queer Street: in financial difficulties.
Chapter VII
1. haranguing the wharfies from the soap-box: making speeches to the 
wharf-labourers, among whose numbers Labour often found its most fer-
tile ground for agitation. A wooden soap-box was traditionally used as a 
makeshift stand for a speaker, here used figuratively.
2. “static”: in Communist jargon, the lack of progress towards the worker’s 
revolution; the continuation of the socio-political and economic status 
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quo. Holly is adhering to fairly traditional revolutionary Leninist dogma, 
but note that Devanny’s use of quotation marks around items of Com-
munist discourse suggest an interesting awareness of, and self-conscious 
distancing from, the rhetoric of the movement.
3. “Reds”: the ‘Red Feds’, the Red Federation of Labour, the Party’s indus-
trial and radical faction at the time.
4. “slave” philosophy: Hegel’s so-called Master-Slave Dialectic, in his Phe-
nomenology of Spirit (1807), was a popular topic of discussion because of 
its compatibility with Marx’s conception of the class struggle.
5. “Down-and-outers”: the unemployed, homeless or otherwise unfor-
tunate.
6. Street-speaking without a permit: it was a fineable offence; the selec-
tive issuing of permits was one way for authorities to maintain a degree of 
control over the political situation.
7. dope: colloquial: foolishness, stupidity.
8. lickspittle: a sycophant.
9. I’ll bet sex plays very little part in your life: Devanny’s own views on 
sexuality and marriage are being articulated through Lafe, rather than 
Lenore, at this point. The conversation which follows would have been 
highly unusual, if not somewhat scandalous, for its time. Here we see 
Devanny the sexual liberationist seeking a new moral code in a fusion of 
physiological fact and a romantic, but radical, idealism. Devanny consid-
ered sexual incompatibility harmful to marriage, condemning prevailing 
codes of sexual morality, arguing for the diminution of sexual difference 
and emphasizing the importance of female pleasure. Three texts could 
have been influential: Safe Marriage by Ettie Rout, which was published in 
1922 (and banned in New Zealand the same year); Married Love by Marie 
Stopes, also banned in New Zealand in 1924; What Every Girl Should 
Know by Margaret Sanger, published in 1920.
10. pruriency: while ‘pruriency’ is now rarely used (the usual spelling be-
ing prurience), it was in usage in the early twentieth century and Devanny 
has a fine literary precedent in Laurence Sterne’s Tristam Shandy (1760): 
‘This self-same vile pruriency for fresh adventures in all things, has got so 
strongly into our habit and humours,—and so wholly intent are we upon 
satisfying the impatience of our concupiscence that way,—that nothing 




1. “spotted themselves”: tarnished, in a moral sense. Alcohol abuse is a 
recurring theme in Devanny’s fiction, and throughout the novel she links 
drinking and its consequences directly to the jazz culture, particularly in 
the case of young women.
2. mollycoddle: a pampered or excessively protected person; implies ef-
feminacy.
3. Why did mankind invent incest?: throughout her life, Devanny was 
deeply interested in notions of eugenic reform, upon which she was to 
expound in several papers in the early 1930s. Basing her ideas on a pseu-
do-scientific biologism, she was interested in the interaction of instinct 
and morality, the notion of racial improvement (which she linked to ideas 
about women’s liberation and birth control) and the prevention of per-
ceived ‘degenerates’ from reproducing. These notions were already under-
girding the eugenic policies of the developing authoritarian state in Ger-
many, and although Devanny’s notions of ‘racial purity’ do not amount 
to racism per se (the same standards are applied to Māori and European 
people), they are necessarily a product of the ideological environment of 
her day.
4. two pounds ten a week: this reflects the average rent for accommo-
dation on the Terrace, which was promoted as a desirable residence for 
young professionals and businesspeople.
5. Ngaire’s white teeth, so strong that she could chew mutton-bones: 
this passage reflects the romantic cliché of the ‘girl of the south,’ by which 
Devanny’s characterization of Ngaire is frequently influenced. In empha-
sizing Ngaire’s ‘white teeth,’ Devanny echoes European stereotypes about 
Māori behaviour and customs as well as appearances. She repeatedly 
makes use of teeth and hair as symbols of natural fitness and sexuality in 
both Māori and European characters.
6. champion shearer of the North Island … three hundred and fifty 
one day last year—a record: Raihania Rimitiru, a champion Ngāti Porou 
shearer until his death in 1924, held the record for shearing 343 sheep 
in one day. In the 1920s one of the top shearers in the North Island was 
Robert Tūtaki from the Hawkes Bay. He received the rare Wolseley Medal 
for shearing more than 330 sheep per day using Wolseley shearing equip-
ment.
7. captains the district Rugby team … dances … sings … plays the vio-
lin: though many Māori certainly had these skills within their sphere of 
Explanatory Notes to Chapter VIII 231
possibility, this inventory of achievements combines fantasies of worker’s 
oomph and patriarchal panache. Captaining the district rugby team is the 
New Zealand working-man’s equivalent of captaining the football team in 
the U.S.—an instant ticket to proven masculinity and an aura of heroism.
8. Ariki: leadership in pre-European Māori society was based on seniority 
and descent. Most powerful were the ariki, the male chiefs of the highest 
rank; women could not succeed to the title of ariki, but the first-born fe-
males of the line, the māreikura, were the object of great respect and held 
a status comparable to that of a queen.
9. If the whites had not come: here Devanny is describing the pā, a tradi-
tional fortified settlement. Her description appears to be built on an indis-
tinct idea about the visual appearance of the pā and lacks insight into the 
associated cultural and historical elements, such as the importance of the 
tradition of carving. Her account of the treatment given to noble women 
reflects a simplified understanding of the concept of tapu (the quality of 
being sacred and/or taboo). There were restrictions on the contact that 
could take place between the sexes and people of different status, and 
women of high rank were, in particular, considered tapu. The concept, 
however, is inevitably viewed through colonial eyes, and Devanny’s ac-
count of the customs surrounding the treatment of Māori women of status 
is influenced by European perceptions of nobility.
10. when the Waikato tribes swept over the Taranaki country: the so-
called Waikato Wars were the largest and most costly of the New Zealand 
Wars of 1845–1872, which were fought over a number of issues, includ-
ing the Māori King movement (Kingitanga) and the sale of Māori land to 
European settlers. The Taranaki War broke out in 1860 over land owner-
ship disputes between Waikato and Taranaki tribes, and conflict peaked in 
1863–1864, when Lieutenant-General Duncan Cameron led 12,000 impe-
rial troops into the Waikato, the heart of Kingitanga territory. Devanny’s 
account emphasizes Grey as instigator and overlooks Cameron’s role, per-
haps due to a preference to focus on political figures.
11. Te Rauparaha: Te Rauparaha (1768–1849) was a famous warrior and 
paramount chief of Ngāti Toa. He signed the Treaty of Waitangi in 1840, 
but in the following years became involved in disputes over European set-
tlement. In 1864 he was captured and imprisoned without trial in Auck-
land for 18 months, and his return to Otaki in 1848 was an event of na-
tional significance. Te Rauparaha played a notable role in the early days 
of the New Zealand Wars, but Devanny’s account confuses the historical 
dates—Te Rauparaha died in 1849, while Governor Grey’s involvement in 
the conflict lasted into the 1860s.
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12. Cook’s Straights: the body of water between New Zealand’s North 
and South Islands, named after James Cook (1728–1779). This is typically 
spelt Cook Strait. However, Devanny was not alone in her idiosyncratic 
usage, an article in the Grey River Argus on 17 July 1900 referring to the 
wreck of the Ohau which ‘foundered in Cook’s Straights some time ago’ 
(p. 2). ‘Cook Straight’ was used on occasion  in the nineteenth- and early 
twentieth-centuries, with newspaper weather reports and articles fairly 
regularly employing this spelling, as in an Evening Post article on 29 July 
1929 which mentioned that Miss Mercedes Gleitz was contemplating 
swimming across ‘Cook Straight’ (p. 13).
13. Kaiapohia Pa: Te Rauparaha captured the Kaiapohia (Kaiapoi) Pā 
from Ngāi Tāhu during an expedition to the South Island in 1828.
14. Mother’s people had most of their land confiscated: millions of acres 
of tribal territory in the Waikato were confiscated after Lieutenant-Gener-
al Duncan Cameron invaded the district during the New Zealand Wars of 
the 1860s. Cameron’s troops numbered about 15,000.
15. “Your people suffered much injustice … and still do”: this was true, 
both in terms of the continuing impact of the land confiscations in the 
Waikato and of treatment of Māori by European people in general. The 
government was only beginning to take Māori complaints over land con-
fiscation seriously in the 1920s, and set up a commission of inquiry – the 
Sim Commission – in the year of the novel’s publication. The Commission 
eventually ruled that confiscation had been unwarranted and called for 
financial compensation for Māori.
16. The Maori, living under communism as he did, could not under-
stand our notions of private property: Devanny is here idealizing Māori 
traditional life through a communist lens, drawing a favourable parallel 
with Leninist values. The values of pre-European Māori society emerged 
from its strongly communal ethos and from the strength and self-suffi-
ciency of the subtribe (hapū) and family unit (whānau), but Devanny’s 
comparison is slightly misleading. Māori society was stratified, and the 
boundaries of the various social rankings were highly respected. Land was 
generally viewed as the common property of the iwi, rather than of all 
people, and while most resources were shared, there was certainly a notion 
of personal property, especially with regard to the property of chiefs or 
people of high rank. The anecdotes she provides here are likely to be either 
her own fabrications or reflections of popular legends about settler experi-
ences. It is certainly true that many land ownership transactions resulted 
from Māori misunderstanding European intentions, though the opportu-
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nity to acquire European goods was in fact embraced by many Māori for 
its practical advantages.
17. and the parents strangled the child: an almost identical incident is 
described in John White’s The Ancient History of the Maori, His Mythology 
and Traditions (Wellington: G. Didsbury, 1887–1890) involving a party 
led by Te Rauparaha during the Waikato Wars. White’s text has tradition-
ally been considered one of the storehouses of information about Māori 
culture, history and tradition, and it is likely that Devanny has lifted much 
of her material about Māori, including this account, from this source. The 
issue of infanticide among Māori was something of an obsession for the 
colonial mind. While it is true that death was a constant reality in many 
Māori communities during the time of the New Zealand Wars, and that 
the communal values of Māori would often necessitate the prioritization 
of the welfare of the tribe being put above that of the individual, such ac-
counts were often influenced by a tendency on the part of European writ-
ers towards sensationalist depictions of Māori.
18. “Some of the tribal customs were atrocious”: this list of colonial cli-
chés requires explication. Superstitions: Māori adhered to a primal and 
animistic form of religiosity that was indivisible from the processes of in-
teracting with the everyday world, and which was informed by a sophis-
ticated cosmogony and worldview. Key concepts such as mana (loosely, 
spiritual authority or power) and tapu (sacredness) are central to Māori 
belief systems. Cannibalism: The topic of Māori cannibalism remains 
highly controversial. Cannibalism was something of a British obsession in 
the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries, and the majority of indigenous 
communities encountered by colonial Europe were characterized as ‘can-
nibals’. Despite continuing controversy over evidence, it is generally ac-
cepted that instances of cannibalism among Māori were taking place until 
the mid-1800s. Documented evidence is subject to great debate about the 
significance, motivations, cultural framework and traditional context of 
such behaviour. Food: Fern-roots and the traditional root crop kumara 
(sweet potato) were staple food sources for pre-European Māori. Devan-
ny, in referring to ‘rotten fish,’ may be confusing fish with the titi (mutton-
bird), which was often preserved, or a traditional cured corn dish called 
kaanga wai.
19. battledore and shuttlecock: an ancient racket game, a precursor to 
tennis.
20 gadding: roving or wandering idly.
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Chapter IX
1. racehorse: this is the first of several references that appear somewhat 
puzzling with respect to the novel’s ideological standpoints. Despite 
Devanny’s communist orientation, several characters engage in activities 
or acquire possessions that would usually be associated with bourgeois 
culture. Lenore’s Persian kitten, on page 57, is another example.
2. tangi: best translated as a ‘great wailing’ or a lament; a traditional Māori 
gathering at which a deceased person is mourned.
3. meretricious: superficially attractive but without real value; originally 
used in reference to prostitutes. Birth control and abortion are recurring 
themes in Devanny’s work, and she links them to issues of women’s lib-
eration and to her own notions of ‘racial improvement.’ The figure of the 
‘jazz-girl’ was central to Devanny’s concerns about the effect of the new 
Americanized culture on women’s health and moral character, and she ex-
plores this connection in more detail later on in the narrative.
4. drapers: dealers in textile fabrics. This would certainly be a firmly mid-
dle-class occupation in 1920s Wellington.
5. municipal librarian: it was standard practice to refer to libraries and 
other public institutions as municipalities in 1926.
6. the usual plum pudding and … a couple of ducks: culinary style gen-
erally approximated European cuisine with available ingredients. Until the 
early 1920s, New Zealand was regarded as a duck hunter’s paradise, with 
introduced species such as the Mallard or Muscovy flourishing and readily 
available.
7. the chances of Labour coming into power in the next election: the 
following political account is fictional—Devanny is here projecting her 
aspirations for the Labour cause, not reflecting political history. The New 
Zealand Labour Party did not come into power until its 1935 majority vic-
tory under Michael Joseph Savage and Labour’s gains through the 1920s 
were uneven. Such a campaign as that which will later be undertaken by 
Lafe Osgood has no historical parallel, and the political developments re-
counted on p.119 and p.279 should likewise be understood to be fictional 
scenarios, though Devanny accurately reflects the processes of the New 
Zealand political system itself.
8. a good third of the seats: Devanny appears to be referring to the 1925 
General Election, in which Labour became the party with the second 
highest number of seats for the first time. However, her figures represent 
an inflation of Labour’s actual vote in the 1925 election. Labour, led by 
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Harry Holland, won 26.92% of the vote, but only 12 parliamentary seats, 
15% of the total 80 seats and only one more than the Liberal Party with 11 
seats. The Liberals, led by George William Forbes, won 22.26% of the vote. 
Both the Labour and Liberal Parties were well behind the ruling Reform 
Party, led by Gordon Coates, who held 55 of Parliament’s 80 seats and won 
47.30% of the vote.
9. the old Liberal Party: the Liberal Party, the first ‘modern’ New Zea-
land political party, was founded by John Balance and held power from 
1890–1912.
10. the old time fighters: Holly is thinking of the original leaders of the 
“Red Feds”, epitomized in figures such as Bob Semple and Peter Fraser—
both acquaintances of Devanny—who entered Parliament in Wellington 
by-elections in 1918.
11. milch cow: literally a cow in milk or yielding milk; however here it is 
used in figuratively to suggest that the Labour movement is regarded as a 
source of income or profit.
12. Europianised: capital added by editor.
13. Racial sentiment: a sense of cultural identification.
14. “Very little animosity is now displayed by the Maoris towards their 
conquerors”: while this may represent the actual views of middle-class 
urban Europeans, there would certainly have been a degree of animosity 
felt by some Māori towards the British, especially in the wake of the con-
fiscations after the New Zealand Wars.
15. Treaties … between the two races had been violated by the whites; 
never once by the Maoris: the best-known treaty between Māori and the 
Crown is the seminal Treaty of Waitangi, which was signed in 1840 be-
tween representatives of Queen Victoria and more than 400 Māori chiefs. 
The Treaty’s purpose was to end intertribal warfare and enable a constitu-
tional basis for British government. The English version stated that sover-
eignty was ceded to the Crown, but the Māori version guaranteed chief-
tainship of New Zealand to Māori. Debate continues to this day.
Chapter X
1. The Morning Star: this paper is fictional, and should not be confused 
with a paper of the same name which was in circulation between 1872–
1873, edited by pioneering newspaper proprietor George Belle.
2. rodomontade: bravado.
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3. a brutal type: the concept of atavism—the tendency towards reversion 
to an ancestral or ‘primitive’ type—attracted great interest, playing into 
Social Darwinist theories and informing criminal psychology and colo-
nial thinking about ‘inferior racial types’. Devanny’s thinking is influenced 
by eugenic and evolutionary approaches to human biology, but her use of 
this concept divorces it from its racist implications.
4. a very woman: Devanny is suggesting that Lenore is quintessentially or 
typically female, in her emotional reaction.
5. the pleasure of being sorry for herself: here again we see Devanny’s 
own rather idiosyncratic brand of feminism, which tends to uphold tra-
ditional romantic and emotional notions about women while demanding 
political and sexual freedom.
6. the child would have to be registered: prior to 1940 legitimation was 
dependent on registration; failing to register one’s child was a criminal 
offence. Under the Legitimation Act passed in 1939, a child automatically 
became legitimised on the marriage of its parents.
7. Lenore’s Persian kitten: a fashionable breed in New Zealand since the 
1800s. The animal’s price could easily have been more than Lenore’s week-
ly rent, an interesting detail, considering the bourgeois potentialities of 
this traditional showing breed.
8. Oriental Bay: Wellington’s main recreational waterfront, adjacent to 
Wellington Harbour.
9. red-rag-ism: a ‘red-ragger’ was a communist; the term also suggests 
deliberately provocative action, as in the phrase ‘like a red rag to a bull’.
10. happy as Larry: extremely happy. H. W. Orsman, the editor of the 
Oxford Dictionary of New Zealand English, has traced the first use of the 
expression to New Zealand writer G. L. Meredith, who wrote in 1875: 
‘We would be as happy as Larry if it were not for the rats’. There is some 
speculation that the expression is taken from the name of the nineteenth-
century Australian boxer Larry Foley (1847–1917) who retired at 31 after 
collecting £1,000 for his final fight. Orsman suggests that the origins of 
the word are more likely to come from an English dialect source, ‘larrie’, 
meaning joking, jesting, a practical joke. Another possible link is with the 
Australian and New Zealand term ‘larrikin’ which refers to a street rowdy 
or young urban hooligan.
Chapter XI
1. stayless: Alle has removed her stays, a boned corset.
Explanatory Notes to Chapter XII 237
2. long, white finger-nails: French-style manicures gained popularity 
with the rise of cinema culture. They could be approximated by growing 
nails and whitening them with lemon juice and warm water, or a whiten-
ing pencil.
Chapter XII
1. the devastating after-effects of the war: the New Zealand economy 
entered a deep, though short-lived, depression after the First World War, 
and growth in the 1920s was slow.
2. sheet-anchor: a large anchor used only in an emergency; a last resort.
3. hospital: in the 1920s in New Zealand maternity care moved from 
home to hospital, by 1926 58% of births took place in hospital. Mothers 
were kept in their beds for 10 to 14 days following a birth.  When hus-
bands came to see their babies the nurses would hold their cots up to a 
glass wall for them to look at. (For more information see Mum’s the Word; 
The Untold Story of Motherhood in New Zealand by Sue Kedgley, 1996.)
4. deleterious: harmful, especially in a moral sense.
5. niggardly: in a niggardly manner; parsimoniously, grudgingly, spar-
ingly. Now rare, but would have been in common usage.
6. Eldorado: a fictional city harbouring a treasure of gold, believed by the 
Spanish to exist on the Amazon; a financial miracle-cure.
Chapter XIII
1. beat about the bush: procrastinate. If someone does not say clearly 
what they mean and tries to make it hard to understand, they are beating 
about (around) the bush.
2. the wives and children of the unemployed are actually hungry: the 
Unemployment Benefit was available under the Insurance Act, but be-
coming eligible to receive it was often difficult, especially if the applicant 
had been involved in union activity.
3. They cleared one hundred and fifty pounds on the sale of the house: 
this is a realistic figure as bungalows such as the one that Lafe and Alle 
own in central Wellington were being sold for approximately £725 in 
1926–1928. The £150 referred to is likely to have been the money made 
on the sale, not how much the bungalow actually sold for, which was more 
likely to have been in the region of £800 pounds.
4. roadmaking contract, guaranteeing at least six pounds a week: infor-
mation supplied from Statistics New Zealand states that a miscellaneous 
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labourer in Wellington in 1926 was paid 85 shillings 2 pennies ¼ farthing 
per week (£4/5/2¼, the average minimum adult wage). A goods assistant 
earned 93 shillings 1 penny ½ a farthing per week (£4/13/1½). Therefore 
Devanny’s statement that a refined office job pays less than that of a la-
bourer building a road may not be entirely accurate.
5. mowing: archaic term for grimacing.
6. the Oxford bleat: an exaggerated form of the English public-school 
mode of diction.
7. North Cape to the Bluff: colloquial, from one end of the country to the 
other.
8. ravelled: frayed, as in unravel.
9. hob-nobbed: to be on familiar terms with one another.
Chapter XIV
1. He acknowledged her right to … control over her own body: Devan-
ny’s feminist concerns are frequently articulated through the somewhat 
idealized moral attitudes of Lafe, rather than through female characters.
2. instinct with the germs of progress: Devanny refers to Lenore’s novel as 
being infused, charged with the seeds of progressive ideas. These ideas—
most likely socialist and feminist in their ideology—are still in their raw, 
unformed stage, but have the potential to grow and develop and are the 
animating force of Lenore’s writing. Devanny is drawing on literary mod-
els such as Paradise Lost (1667), in which John Milton writes that Satan, 
on leaving Eve in Book Two of the poem, dropped ‘Ten thousand fathoms 
deep’ and would have continued to plummet had not the ‘ill chance’ of 
‘The strong rebuff of some tumultuous cloud / Instinct with Fire and Ni-
tre hurried him / As many miles aloft …’ (Book 2, line 937). Likewise, in 
Queen Mab (1813) Percy Bysshe Shelley describes Ianthe’s soul as being 
‘Instinct with inexpressible beauty and grace’ (Part 1, line 134).
3. in his cups: drunk.
4. warp and woof: in weaving, the threads of the web that respectively 
cross from side to side and lengthwise.
Chapter XV
1. Sonsy: an Irish, Scottish and English dialect word meaning both plump 
and cheerful.
2. lolly: droopy or floppy.
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3. Kowhatu: the name means ‘stone’ in Māori. The romantic idealizations 
of Kowhatu that continue throughout the narrative combine typical Euro-
pean notions of the ‘noble savage’ with fantasies about the attractiveness of 
what Devanny calls ‘elemental savagery’. The somewhat possessive attitude 
that Lenore comes to adopt towards Kowhatu is most likely intended to 
represent as positive a validation of Māori physicality and sexuality as was 
possible within the constrictions of Devanny’s time. Her preoccupation 
with such things as the varying shades of skin colour and body odour 
must, in particular, be read as reflections of the attitudes of the period.
4. the Urukehu: a fair-skinned and fair-haired full-blooded Māori. It is 
not a tribal affiliation of its own, but was especially associated with par-
ticular tribes, such as Ngāti Hotu.
5. evulgated: obs., to proclaim or make known, especially in the context of 
political publishing. The archaism of the term suggests that Devanny has 
acquired it from communist rhetoric.
6. The savage cannibal: two great colonial myths—that of the cannibal 
and of the ‘noble savage’—are here imposed over one another in an inter-
esting dialectic. Devanny appears to be attempting to uphold and validate 
Māori history while struggling against the framework of a colonial world-
view. This tension becomes increasingly obvious towards the end of the 
passage.
7. pah: An old phonetic spelling of pā, a fortified Māori village.
8. quips and cranks: verbal conceits or fanciful turns of speech. Milton 
coined the phrase in L’Allegro (1645).
9. kimono: in this context, a kimono-style dress, similar to a jacket dress, 
which was often considered provocative due to the fact that the low neck-
line left undergarments exposed. The kimono-style dress was often criti-
cized as a symbol of decadence.
Chapter XVI
1. John Galsworthy: English author John Galsworthy (1867–1933) is 
chiefly known for his vast opus, The Forsyte Saga, the first novel of which 
appeared in 1906. Galsworthy, who accepted the Nobel Prize for Litera-
ture in 1932, campaigned for women’s rights and in opposition to censor-
ship. His work, particularly The Man of Property, represents a harsh criti-
cism of the upper middle classes and their moral codes. Devanny admired 
Galsworthy greatly and the situation of his character Irene, a woman 
trapped in an unhappy marriage, has similarities to that of Lenore Divine.
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2. a neatness characteristic of his race when educated: throughout the 
novel, Devanny praises Māori speakers of English as a sort of compromise 
with Western cultural values.
3. tea: in New Zealand English, an evening meal; dinner.
4. Pakeha: in Māori, a white or European person.
5. Ponèke: Poneke Football Club was founded in 1883 and is one of the 
oldest teams in the Wellington Rugby Football Union.
6. seedy: poorly, especially as a result of over-indulgence.
7. I think I shall eat you up: it is unclear whether Devanny is aware of the 
implications of this sentence with regards to cannibalism among Māori.
Chapter XVIII
1. park: Devanny is referring to the Wellington Botanic Gardens, which 
were established in 1868.
2. cable-car up Kelburn Hill: the iconic cable car service between Lamb-
ton Quay and Kelburn, overlooking the Botanical Gardens, began opera-
tions in 1902. It represented a milestone in New Zealand engineering, and 
is now one of Wellington’s most popular tourist destinations.
3. The Maori man has one woman at a time: polygamy was a feature of 
much of pre-European Māori society. Devanny’s view of the history of 
Māori sexuality is developed in her unpublished book ‘The Sexlife of the 
Maoris’, a heavily anthropological text that draws on Engels and projects 
a Leninist class analysis onto traditional Māori society. It is clear that Eu-
ropean values and concepts are the lenses though which Māori society is 
being viewed.
Chapter XIX
1. Socialist Party: the New Zealand Socialist Party was founded in 1901. 
In 1913 the Labour Unity Congress founded the Social Democratic Party 
and most members of the Socialist Party joined this new organisation, 
including Harry Holland, Peter Fraser, and Michael Joseph Savage. The 
Social Democratic Party was reformed as the New Zealand Labour Party 
in 1916, with a more militant wing, the Alliance of Labour, being founded 
in 1919. The Wellington Branch of the Socialist Party refused to disband in 
1913 and in 1921 most of the Wellington Branch joined the newly formed 
Communist Party. Given Devanny’s political affiliations, it is probable that 
Holly is a member of the Communist Party, with Devanny using the older 
terminology ‘Socialist’ to highlight his Marxist ideology.
Explanatory Notes to Chapter XIX 241
2. Noho Toki … one of the representatives of the Northern Maoris: in 
1876, Parliament permanently established four electorates specifically for 
Māori, three of which were in the North Island. The Māori seats survive to 
this day, and represent one of the most distinctive features of the New Zea-
land political system. Devanny has borrowed her character’s name from a 
historical figure, a Māori singer, yodeller and Gallipoli veteran of the same 
era; the fictional character has no connection to the historical Noho Toki.
3. the sea-men’s strike: Noho may be referring to one of a number of 
minor maritime strikes in New Zealand in the early 1920s, or else to a 
series of major waterside strikes in Sydney in 1925, which had the effect of 
disrupting New Zealand trading through a knock-on effect.
4. the proposed cutting of the big land holdings: Labour’s ‘usehold’ pol-
icy, introduced in 1922, provided for the replacement of freehold tenure 
by a system of perpetual lease from the State and represented an attempt 
to win rural votes by providing a means of freeing farmers from the mort-
gages which the freehold system imposed. The policy, which included a 
graduated taxation on large estates and the compulsory acquisition of ar-
eas of land by the State, was opposed by the majority of farmers.
5. I am afraid the Labour Party will force our hand: in reality, Labour 
did not enjoy sufficient numbers in Parliament to be able to have such 
influence over the Māori seats.
6. the income tax business: the 1925 Land and Income Tax Bill allowed 
a reduction of income tax by about £150,000, the vast amount of which 
went to wealthy landowners. These reductions were made at a time when 
the general living standard had fallen, and were criticized by Labour.
7. homesteading: Kowhatu intends to retain his property as a working 
farm by recruiting his men to homestead, allowing him to retain big land 
holdings in reality, if not in name.
8. Parliament House: the central complex of the New Zealand Parliament 
Buildings, completed in 1922 after a fire destroyed the original Parliament 
House in 1907. Parliament House now holds the Debating Chamber, the 
Speaker’s Office, the Visitor’s Centre and Committee Rooms.
9. Tory: Devanny is using the term ‘tory’ to denote the conservative poli-
cies and ideology of the governing Reform Party. The Tory Party, in vari-
ous guises, was active in British politics from 1678 to the 1830s, until it 
gave birth to the Conservative Party, led by the Earl of Derby and Ben-
jamin Disraeli. ‘Tory’ is still used to denote the politics of supporters and 
members of the Conservative Party.
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10. the quays: the Quays run parallel to Lambton Harbour; the route that 
Kowhatu takes here would entail a lengthy promenade along the length of 
the entire Harbour and the adjacent Oriental Bay.
11. band rotunda: the beachfront band rotunda at Oriental Bay is one of 
the city’s landmarks. It was converted into a bathing pavilion in 1937 and 
now houses a restaurant.
12. board a car: a tram. Wellington’s first steam-powered tram began op-
erating in 1878, with electric trams becoming the city’s main form of pub-
lic transport from 1904.
13. Ibsen’s Ghosts: the Norwegian playwright Johan Henrik Ibsen (1828–
1906), regarded as the father of modern drama, penned Ghosts: A Fam-
ily Tragedy in Three Acts in 1881. The play is a scathing commentary on 
nineteenth-century morality, traditional institutional family life and the 
realities and facades of social interaction. Lenore is referring to the al-
coholic husband of the freethinking but constricted protagonist Helen 
Alvin, whose situation—like that of Galsworthy’s Irene—has similarities 
to Lenore Divine’s marriage.
14. Like breeds like … strong race: Devanny was interested in contempo-
rary debates about eugenics and believed that heredity played a significant 
part in physical, mental and moral health. In the 1930s she wrote several 
articles advocating eugenics. In ‘Eugenic Reform and the Unfit’ (Stead’s 
Review, 1 May 1930, pp. 21–22). Devanny argued in favour of forcible 
sterilisation as an extension of birth control and in ‘What Do I Know of 
Eugenics’ (Health and Physical Culture, May 1930, p. 6) she wrote that: 
‘inferior stocks, defective germ plasm stocks especially, must in the inter-
ests of racial well-being be subjected to control by the finer elements of 
society’.
15. scullery: a back kitchen.
16. codger: fellow; chap.
Chapter XX
1. Wainui: an abbreviation of Wainuiomata, a small community in a pic-
turesque valley six kilometres from Lower Hutt.
2. a party of co-operative tunnellers: by 1918 Wellington’s principal dam 
on the upper Wainuiomata River was no longer sufficient for the city’s 
needs. A pipeline to supplement the Wainuiomata dam by channelling 
the nearby Orongorongo River, which runs through the Orongorongo val-
ley in the Rimutaka ranges, was completed by 1926. It was provided in 
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the worker’s contract that the men who began the project should see it 
through; this co-operative method of doing work was an innovation, and 
was applauded in the newspapers at the time. Hal Devanny worked on the 
scheme for three years.
3. red deer: red deer were first introduced to New Zealand in 1851, prima-
rily for recreational hunting purposes, and the rapid spread of the popu-
lation in the predator-free environment led to the relaxation of hunting 
restrictions by 1924.
4. ratas: the giant northern rāta, Metrosideros robusta, which belongs to 
the Myrtle family, can reach forty meters in height and has distinctive 
clusters of dark red flowers.
5. rimu: the tall rimu, Dacrydium cupressinum, is the most common na-
tive conifer in New Zealand.
6. catkin: a drooping, cylindrical, apetalous flower cluster found on trees 
such as the birch, willow, oak, and poplar. The name derives from the 
Dutch katteken, meaning ‘kitten’, because of the catkin’s resemblance to 
a kitten’s tail. Devanny is providing her non-New Zealand readers with a 
visual reference point for the pendulous branches of the rimu tree.
7. punga: a common misspelling of the Māori name ponga, referring to 
a native species of tree fern, Cyathea dealbata, known for the distinctive 
silver underside of its fronds. The silver fern is a national symbol.
8. mummic: most likely an Anglicization of the Māori name mamaku, 
denoting the native black tree fern, Cythea medullaris.
9. “butterfly”: Devanny may be misapplying this term, or its use may re-
flect a regional variant. A butterfly, in coal mining, usually refers to a set of 
catches that prevent a mining cage from falling.
10. Ingersoll-Lenyer water-drill: Devanny is referring to the Ingersoll-
Rand Leyner drill, a pioneering water-flush drill which revolutionized 
mining technology by eliminating the rock dust which was a common 
cause of death by silicosis. The drills were made compulsory in New Zea-
land in the early 1920s, after Bob Semple demonstrated one at Parliament 
buildings.
11. opossums: in 1934 Australian scientists decided on the name of ‘pos-
sum’ for members of the Phalangeridae family in order to differentiate 
them from the American opossum, a marsupial from a different family. 
The brush-tailed possum (Trichosurus vulpecula) is an introduced noctur-
nal marsupial with a wide distribution and heavy presence in urban areas. 
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A protected native of Australia, they were first introduced to New Zealand 
in 1837 for the fur trade. Possums have since become the country’s most 
damaging animal pest, but in the 1920s they were still protected as a hunt-
ing species.
12. pigeon: the New Zealand pigeon, or kererū, is native to New Zealand. 
It has a metallic green and copper plumage and a white breast and feeds 
on fruit, in particular berries.
13. kaka: nestor meridionalis, a medium-sized native forest parrot known 
for its noisy and sociable habits.
14. trig station: a colloquial abbreviation of ‘trigonometrical station’; a 
fixed surveying post used in geometrical surveying.
15. One could look across Cook Straight: on a clear day, a good lookout 
from Wellington Harbour can provide a view of the South Island’s Kaik-
oura Ranges.
16. Wairarapa: a region located on the eastern side of the southern part 
of the North Island, extending from Palliser Bay in the south to the Mana-
watu Gorge in the north.
17. Mt Egmont: this mountain in the Taranaki region of the North Island 
was traditionally called Mount Taranaki by Māori, while Captain Cook 
christened it Mount Egmont in honour of his patron. In 1986 the Minister 
of Lands ruled that both the Māori and English names for the mountain 
would be officially recognized.
18. Prince of Wales’ feather-fern: leptopteris superba, or heruheru in 
Māori. An indigenous (to New Zealand) variety of fern with filmy fronds 
that resemble ostrich feathers.
19. Orongo-orongo River: the river is typically written without a hyphen 
and the river runs south-west through the Orongorongo valley in the 
Southern Rimutaka ranges near Wellington.
20. boring with hand-steel: drilling manually with hand-held tools.
21. The only native inhabitant … they did not glimpse was a pig: pigs 
are not native to New Zealand. Introduced by explorers in the early 1700s, 
they multiplied rapidly and reached very high densities in bush areas.
22. pukatea: laurelia novae-zealandiae, a tall canopy tree growing in low-
land areas throughout the North Island.
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Chapter XXI
1. “little hearts that err”: from the poem ‘Marpessa’ by English poet and 
dramatist Stephen Phillips (1864–1915). Marpessa was published in Po-
ems (1897), a collection that won the thousand guinea prize offered by The 
Academy newspaper for the best book of the year. The narrative poem is 
told from the perspective of Marpessa, an Aetolian princess who is loved 
by both a god (Apollo) and a mortal (Idas). When Idas abducts Marpes-
sa, Apollo pursues the couple. Zeus decrees that Marpessa must decide 
between Apollo and Idas and she chooses her mortal love. The quoted 
line comes from a section of the poem in which Marpessa compares the 
children Idas will give her with those potentially fathered by Apollo. In 
keeping with her final romantic choice, it is the prospect of mortal, erring 
children that appeals:
But if I live with Idas, then we two
On the low earth shall prosper hand in hand
In odours of the open field, and live
In peaceful noises of the farm, and watch
The pastoral fields burned by the setting sun.
And he shall give me passionate children, not
Some radiant god that will despise me quite,
But clambering limbs and little hearts that err.
2. Been on the spree: an occasion of ‘disorderly enjoyment’ accompanied 
by drinking.
3. what she wanted: abortion was illegal in New Zealand and Australia in 
the 1920s and it was not until the 1970s that it became legal in New South 
Wales. Methods of inducing an abortion varied from medicines and home 
remedies to physical interference with pregnancy and were frequently 
hazardous or ineffective.  In an autobiographical draft, ‘The River Flows 
On’, Devanny writes of such methods in the mining community of Pupon-
ga: ‘An unwanted pregnancy would mean fearful darting in and out of the 
homes of friends in search of ways and means of getting rid of it. Women 
made themselves ill by drinking turpentine, dosing themselves with Ep-
som salts. One woman took nineteen packets … she achieved her object 
but she never fully recovered from the effects upon her general health’ 
(James Cook University Library, pp. 57–58, quoted by Carole Ferrier in 
Romantic Revolutionary, p. 18). Devanny herself put her knowledge into 
practice while living in a mining community close to Dunedin, recording 
that ‘I set out on the grim task of putting into practice the theories on the 
interruption of pregnancy I had garnered from the women of Puponga. 
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Grim indeed, and horrible. Eventually, a doctor was called from a distance 
and, by the light of a candle held by my husband, I underwent a curette. 
And that was not the only time. Like countless other women of my class 
and generation, I learned the hard way’ (Point of Departure, p. 77).  The 
death rate from septic abortion in New Zealand in 1937 was higher than 
that of any other Commonwealth nation or the U.S.A, and the issue of 
backstreet procedures emerged as a matter of concern in the interwar era. 
The ‘Report of the Committee of Inquiry into the Various Aspects of the 
Problem of Abortion in NZ’ Appendices to the Journal of the House of Rep-
resentatives, 1937, H31A is commonly known as the McMillan report.  In 
the mid-1930s a department official estimated that 10,000 abortions took 
place each year (compared with 28,000 live births).
Chapter XXII
1. Taihape: a small rural town in the central North Island. The trip by train 
from Wellington took about six or seven hours.
2. Lambton Station: a single-storied wooden structure located on the 
junction of Thorndon Quay and Featherstone Street, beyond the Thorn-
don Quay end of the present station.
3. Buck up: cheer up.
4. fence: to evade or parry; usually a legal term.
Chapter XXIII
1. stringer: a long horizontal plank or timber which connects piles up-
right.
2. doss in: sleep in the same bed or room as another person.
Chapter XXIV
1. heredity: Devanny is once again referring to contemporary debates 
about eugenics and reveals the influence of Darwin and Social Darwinism 
in her developing thought.
2. confabs: a colloquial shortening of ‘confabulations’; informal chat.
3. Society today is in a state of flux: the socio-political vision which 
Devanny propagates here mixes Marxist thought with her own maternal-
ist ideology which blames the moral failings of young women on wider so-
cial conditions. This conjunction of personal principles and Marxist moral 
codes exemplifies Devanny’s ideological spectrum.
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Chapter XXV
1. sottish: alcoholic, drunken.
2. puling: whimpering or whining.
3. the workers’ co-operative grocery business: branches of the Workers’ 
Co-operative Society ran storekeeping businesses in all the major city cen-
tres. The co-operative movement, which arose out of discussions between 
union delegates and the Labour Party, was viewed as a class movement 
and as an important factor for broader industrial action.
Chapter XXVI
1. steamer: the New Zealand Shipping Company and the Union Steam 
Ship Company were the main operators offering ferry services from 
Christchurch to Wellington.
2. hereditary taint: influenced by contemporary debates about eugenics, 
Devanny, through her heroine, argues that certain ‘vices’, in this case Hol-
ly’s alcoholism, are inherited through genetics. Holly’s subsequent refer-
ence to his mother’s death through an excess of whisky reinforces Lenore’s 
claim.
3. traps: baggage.
4. left-luggage office: a staffed office at which to deposit luggage for stor-
age.
Chapter XXVII
1. ganger: an overseer in charge of a group of workmen.
2. Central: the Wellington Central seat.
3. threw up the sponge: to submit; to abandon a cause.
4. donkey room: a waiting room where employment applications are 
heard and wages handed out.
5. dial: slang, face
6. pugilist: a boxer.
7. tricks of the trade: skills or knowledge, particularly slightly dishonest 
or unfair ones, that make a job easier.
8. Kelburne: the Wellington inner city suburb of Kelburn was originally 
spelled ‘Kelburne’ after Viscount Kelburne, the son of a former governor 
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David Boyle, Lord Glasgow, Governor of New Zealand between 1892 and 
1897. The ‘e’ was later dropped.
9. a brick to stick it: a good sort to put up with it.
10. light-o’-love: inconstant in love.  The Oxford English Dictionary de-
fines the term as “fickle woman, prostitute,” suggesting that Holly is not 
only inconstant but unfaithful in love. The tune ‘light o’ love’ is mentioned 
by several characters in Shakespeare’s plays (perhaps most famously as a 
musical interlude in Much Ado About Nothing). The tune was written by 
Leonard Gibson, ca. 1570.
11. cuss: to swear.
Chapter XXVIII
1. Shaw: George Bernard Shaw (1856–1950). The Irish born playwright 
and socialist joined the Fabian Society in 1884 and continued to write 
and speak about socialism throughout most of his career. Lafe recom-
mends two of Shaw’s plays: Man and Superman (written in 1903 it revolves 
around Ann Whitefield’s pursuit of her reluctant guardian John Tanner 
and is based, in part, on the story of Don Juan) and Major Barbara (first 
performed in 1905 it revolves around the moral dilemma of Major Bar-
bara Undershaft, an officer in the Salvation Army, who questions whether 
Christian denominations should receive donations from arms manufac-
turers and whisky distillers).
2. blackguardly: a person, especially a man, who behaves in a dishonour-
able or contemptible way; someone worthless or despicable; a villain.
3. the Labour Party was assured of a working majority: this political ac-
count is fictional—Devanny is here projecting her aspirations for the La-
bour cause, not reflecting political history. The New Zealand Labour Party 
did not come into power until its 1935 majority victory under Michael 
Joseph Savage.
4. incredibility: incredulity.
5. all sorts of a circus: an idiom not in common usage. Phrase expert Al-
bert Jack (author of Red Herrings and White Elephants, 2007) suggests that 
it could have been a local phrase or a phrase that Devanny may have in-
vented. Jack writes: ‘it seems to be suggesting a person has many different 
personalities, faults and assets. In London we say he is “all over the place”’.
6. crank: an eccentric.
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Chapter XXIX
1. the small, up-country station in the Waikato: the Waikato region, a 
traditional farming district, stretches from the north-eastern slopes of 
Mount Ruapehu in the South to the Coromandel Peninsula in the North. 
There is some confusion about the size of the Ngatoro’s family estate; it is 
variously described as being small and large.
2. Wanganui: a district on the West Coast of the North Island, now some-
times referred to as Whanganui.
3. motor: horses remained a major means of rural transport, but cars were 
beginning to transform rural life. Country residents generally had a high-
er rate of automobile ownership than city dwellers.
4. Why are your women so fat, Ngaire?: again, Devanny is reflecting the 
stereotypes that were prevalent among European people in her time.
5. Hulloa: hello.
6. stumped a paddock: to remove tree stumps from a plot of land.
7. muddler: a person who thinks in a confused way.
8. square up: colloquial: to arrange something satisfactorily.  Mrs Leatham 
wants Rose to attract Kowhatu’s romantic attention and interest to ensure 
that he is happy to help their family financially.
9. go much on: to care for, or concern oneself with someone.
10. steers: castrated male cattle.
11. bonsor: slang, good or excellent.
12. stores: livestock.
Chapter XXX
1. sallies: witticisms or jokes.
2. veranda: in New Zealand English, balcony.
3. grouse: grumble.
4. good as gold: to be well behaved and innocent.
5. palaver: bother; hassle.
6. What it will become will depend on its bringing up: throughout the 
novel, Devanny alternates between theories of nature over nurture, and 
vice versa, which reflect her twin interests in biological and maternalist 
ideologies.
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